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Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 


ACT I SCENE, ZEſfnour. 
A Platform before the Palace. 


Francifco on his Poſt, enter to him Bernardo. | 
6 Bernardo. wo 
T HO's there? (yourſelf, 
Fran. Nay, anſwer me, Stand, and unfold 
Ber, Long live the king ! bs 
Frau. Bernardo! | 
Ber. 388." 77 
Fran. You come moſt carefully upon your hour. 
Ber. *Tis now ſtruck twelve, Get thee to bed Franciſco. 
Fran. For this relief, much thanks: *tis bitter cold, 
And I am ſick at heart. | 72 
Ber. Have you had quiet guard? 
Fra. Not a mouſe ſtirring. 
Ber. Well, good night., 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haſte. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. | 
Fran. T think I hear them Stand, ho! Who is there? 
Hor. Friends tô this ground. 
Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 
Fran, Give you good night. [liev'd you? 


Mar. Oh, farewel, honeſt ſoldier! Who hath re- 


Fran, Bernardo bath my place. Give you good night. 
| __ - [ Exit Franciſco. 
Mar, Holla! Bernardo ? 
Ber. Say, what, is Horatio there? 
Hor. A piece of him. | 
Ber. Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Marcellas. 
Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again to-night ? 
Ber. I have ſeen nothing. | 
Mar. Horatia ſays, *tis but our phantaſy ; 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice ſeen of us: 
Therefore I hare intreated him along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night; 
That if again this apparition come, | 


4 r . 


He may approve our eyes, and ſpeak to it. 
Hor. Twill not appear. 
Ber. Come let us once again affail your ears, 
That are ſo terrified againſt our ſtory, 
What we have two nights ſeen. 
Hor. Well,. fit we down,. 
And let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this. 
Ber, Laſt night of all, 


When yon ſame ſtar, that's weſtward from the pole; 


Had made his courſe to illume that part of heav'n 
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myſelf, 
The bell then beating one | [again !: 
| Afar, Peace; break thee off; look where it comes 
Enter the Ghoſt, | 
Ber, In the ſame figure, like the king that's dead. 
Mar, Speak to it, Horatio. | 
Ber. Looks it not like the king? Mark it, Horatio, 
Hor. Moſt like.—It harrows me with fear and wonder. 
Ber. It would be ſpoke to. : 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio, 
Hor. What art thou, that uſurp'ſt this time of night,. 


| Together with that fair and warlike form, | 
Ia which the majeſty of buried Denmark 


Did ſometime.march ? By heaven, 1.charge thee, ſpeak! 
Mar. It is offended. 
Ber. 8 - 5 190 away. 1 
Hor ; ſpeak. Icharge thee, ſpeak. | 
Fn | 6 | [Exit Ghoſt, 
Mar. Tis gone, and will not anſwer. | 
Ber. How now, Horatio l you tremble and look pale. 
Is not-this ſomething more than phantaſy ? 
What think you of it? - 
Hor. I cou'd not believe, 


Without the ſenſible and true avouch 


Of mine own eyes. | 
Mar. Is it not like the kthg ?. 

Hor. As thou art to thyſelf. 
Such was the very armour he had on, 
When he the ambitious Norway combated. 

Max, Thus twice before, and juſt at the ſame hour, 
With martial ſtalk, hathihe gone by our wateh. 

Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know not, 
But, in the groſs and ſcope of. my opinion, | 


This bodes ſome ſtrange eruption to our ſlate. 
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Mar. Pray, tell me he that kuows, 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſervant watch 
So nightly toils the ſubjects of the land, : 
And makes the night joint-labourer with the day ? 
Who 1s't that-can' inform me? ' | 

Hor. That can!; 
Our laſt king,' | 
Whoſe image but even now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know; by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Dar'd to the combat in which our valiant Hamlet 
Did ſlay this Fortinbras, who by a ſeal'd compact, - 
Well ratified by law and heraldry. 


Did forfeit, with his hfe, all thoſe his lands, | 


Which he ſtood ſeisꝰd off, to the conqueror ; 
Now, Sir, young Fortinbras, | 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 
Hath in the ſkirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a lift of landleſs reſolutes, 
To recover thoſe foreſaid lands, - 
So by his father loſt : and this, I take it 
Is the main motive of our preparations. 
Ber. I think it be no other, but even fo. 
Enter Ghoſt again. 


But ſoft + behold! lo, where it comes again! 


T'll croſs it, though it blaſt me, —Stay, illuſion! | 
[Spreading his Arm,. 

If thou haſt any ſound, or uſe of voice, . 

Speak to me, | 

If there be any good thing to be done, 


| That may to thee do eaſe, and grace to me, 


Speak to me: 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 
Oh ſpeak !— 
Or, if thou haſt uphoarded in thy life 

Extorted treaſure in the womb of eartr, 2 

For which, they ſay, you ſpirits oft walk in death, 


[Cock crows. 


Speak of it. Stay, and ſpeak-—Stop it, Marcellus 


Mar. "Tis gone [Exit Ghoſt, 
We doit wrong, being ſo majeſtical, 
To offer it the ſhew of-violence ; 
For it 18, as the air, invulnerable, 
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And our vain blows, malicious mockery + B 
Ber, It was about to ſpeak, when the cock crew, 
Hor, And then it ſtarted like a guilty thing I 
Upoa a fearful ſummons. I have heard, | 
The cock, that is the trumpet tothe morn, - 7 A 
| Doth with his lofty and ſhrill-ſounding throat 3 
1 Awake the god of day; and, at his warning, 
| Whether in ſea ot fire, in earth, or air, 
| The extravagant and erring fpirit hies 
{ To his confine, Neun : 
| ' Hor, Butlook, the morn, in ruſſet mantle clad, 
i Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaſtern bill. 
Mm Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice, 
li Let us impart what we have ſeen to night 
| il Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life, r 1 91 
| This ſpirit, dumb to us, will ſpeak to him, {[Exeurt. 
SCENE, &@ Room of State. 
- - The King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laerte s. 
; | A flouriſh. | LIVER 1 
King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green; and that it us befitted _ 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woes :!!! 
Vet ſo far hath diſcretion fought with nature, 
That we with wiſeſt ſorrow think on him, 
Togethet with remembrance of ourſelves, 
Therefore, out ſumetime ſiſter, now our queen, 
The imperial jointreſs of this warlike ſtate, 
Have we, as *twere, with a defeated joy, 
Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wifdoms, which have freely gone 
| With this affair along. 
1! But now, Laertes, what's tbe news with you? 
| . You told us of ſome ſuit. What is't, Laertes ? 
Laer. My dear lord, | | 
Your leave and favour to return to France; 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark, 
if To ſhew my duty in your coronation ; | W 
Yet now I muſt confeſs, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wiſhes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon,[nius? 
King. Have you your father's leave? What ſays Polo - 
. Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my flow leave, 
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By labout ſome petition ; and, at laſt, 
Upon his will I ſeal'd my hard conſent : 
I do beſeech you give him leave to go. 
King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be thine, 
And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will.— 
But now, my couſin Hamlet, and my ſon— 
Ham. A little more than kin, and leſs than kind. 
IA. 
King. — Ho is it, that the clouds nin hang on you ? 
Ham. Not ſo, my lord, J am too much i'the ſun, 
Queen. Good Healer, caſt thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Io not for ever, with thy valid lids, 
Seek for thy noble father in the duſt : 
Thou know'ſt, *tis common; all, that live, muſt die ; 
Paſſing through nature to eternity. 
Ham. Ay, Madam, it is common. 
Queen. It it be, 
Why ſeems it ſo particular with thee ? 
Ham. Seems, Madam! nay, it is; I knoy not ſeems, 
*Tis not alone my inky coat, good mother, 
Nor cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn black, | 
Nor windy 4 of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected *haviour of the vifage, 
Together wich all forms, modes, ſhews of grief, 
That can denote me truly. — Theſe, indeed, ſeem, 
For they are actions that a man might play: 
But Thave that within, hat paſſeth ſhew ; 
Theſe, but the trappings and the ſuits of woe, Hamlet, 
King. "Tis ſweet and commendable in your nature, 
To give theſe mourning duties to your father: 
But, you muſt know, your father loſt a father ; 
That father loſt, loſt his; and the ſurvivor bound 
In filial obligation, for ſome term, 
To do obſequious ſorrow. But to preſerve 
In obſtinate condolement, 1s a courſe 
Of impious ſtubbornneſs. —=* This muſt be ſo,” 
We pray you, throw to earth | 
This unavailing woe ; and think af us 
As of a father: for, let the world take note, 
You are the moſt immediate to our throne; 
Our cbĩefeſt courtier, * and our ſon. 
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| Queen. Let not thy mother loſe her prayers, Hamlet; 
Ijupray thee, ſtay with us, go nut to Wittenberg. 
| —  _ Lihalli in all my beſt obey you, Madam. 
| King. Why, 'tis a loving, and a fair reply; 
if Be as ourſelf in Denmark. Madam, come; 3. | 
ql This gentle. and unforc'd cord of Hamlet p 
_ nts ſmiling to my heart, in grace whereof. 
No jocun'd health that Denmark drinks today, 
Hut the great cannon, to the cloyds call tell, 6 | 
Rexſpeaking earthly thunder. Come, away. {Eexunts - 
Manct Hamlet. . 
Ham, Oh, that tbis too, too folid: fleſh you'd, melt, - 
Thaw and einn itſelf into adew! _ 
Or that the Everlaſting bad not ſix d 
His cannon 'gainſt felt laughter | 0:God 1 Q God } 
How weary, tale, flat, and unptofit able 
Seem to me all the uſes of this world! 
Fie on't! oh fie! tis an unweeded garden, | 
That grows torſeed ; things rank, and gagſe-1 15 patgre, ; 
© Poſleſs it merely. That it mould come to.this ! 
But two months dead l—nay, noi ſo much EI to: 
So excellent a king, that was, to bis, 6 | 
Hyperion to a ſatyr: ſo loring tom mother, 
That he might not let e en the — heaven 
I Viſit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth!“ 
| — Muſt I remember? Why, ſhe would hang on him, 
it As if increaſe of appetite had. grown 
1 By what it fed on: and yet, within-a.month———— 
| 
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Let menot think on't—Frailty,.thy.nameis * = 
| Alittle month; or ere thoſe ſhoes were old, 
if | With which ſhe ſollow d. my poor, fatber's body, 
I Like Niobe. all tears: Why ſhe, even ſhe, 226! 
il O heaven! abeaſt, that wants diſcourſe of reaſon, 
Would hare mourn'd longer married with; my uncle, 
it My father's brother; but ino more like n 
i Than J to Hercules, 
if It is not, nor can. it come ta. good! 
| But break, my heart, for I muſt hold my tongue 
| Enter Horatio, Rexnardo, nn. 
= Hor. Hail 10 your lordſbip! 
Ham. I am glad to ſee you well. 
Horatio. or I. do forget myſelf? 
Hor. The ſame, my lord, aud your poor ſervant ever. 


ts 


To make it truſter of your own report 


 T think, it was to ſeemy mother's wedding. 


Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables. 


With an attentive ear, till I deliver, 
3 


Goes flow and ſtately by them: thrice he walk'!, 
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Ham. Sir, my goed friend, Pit change that name with in 
Sos... | | | Po Lye | N 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio 7 .. 


Marcellus ? | | | 
Mar. My good lord 1 
Ham, Iam very glad to fee you; good even, Sir. 
But what, in faith; make you from Wittenberg? 
Her. A truant diſpolition, good my lor. 
Ham. I would not hear your enemy fay for; 


Nor ſhall you do mine ear that violence, 


Againſt yourſelf. I know, you are no truant. 

But what is your affair in Elſmour ? 

We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 
Hor. My lord; F came to ſee your fathet's funeral. 
Ham. 1 pray thee, do not mock me, fellow ſtudent; 


Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon, 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral bak'd meats 


Would I had met my direſt foe in heaven, 
Or ever J had ſeen that day, Horatio! — 
My father —methinks, I ſee my father. 
Hor. Oh where, my lord? 
Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 
Hor, I ſaw him once; he was a'goodly king, 
Ham, He was a man, take him Gr all in all, 
I ſhall not look upon his like again. 
Her. My lord, I think, I ſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham. Saw | who f?———_ ; 
Hor, My lord, the king your father, 
Hain. The king my father! 
Hor. Defer your admiration for a while, 


Upon the witneſs of theſe gentlemen, 
This wonder to you, 
Ham. Pray let me hear. x | q 
Hor.” Two nights together had theſe ventlemen | 


Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 


In the dead waſte and middle of the night, 
Been thus eacounter' d. A figure like your father, 


Arm'd at all points exaQly, cap-a-pe, 


Appears before them, and with ſo emn march 
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Within their rapier's length ; whilſt they, diſtill 4 
Almoſtto jelly with the act of fears - 

Stand dumb, and ſpeak not to him. This to me 

In dreadful ſecreſy i impart they did ; 


And I with them, the third night, kept the watch: 


Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 
Form of the thigg, each word made true and good, 
The apparition c comes. 

Ham. But, where was this ? 


Mar. My lord, upon the platform, where » we . 


Ham. Did you not ſpeak to it ? 
Hor. My lord, I did; 
But anſwer made it none; yet once, methought, 
Ir lifted up its head, and did addreſs 
Itſelf to motion, like as it would ſpeak : 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud; 


| And at the ſound it ſhrunk in haſte * N ; 


And vaniſh'd from our fight. 
Ham. Tis very ſtrange. | 
Hor. As T do live, my honour'd lord *tis true; 
And we did think it then our duty 
To let you know of it. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 


| Hold you the watch to-night ? 


Both. We do, my lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 
| Both, Arm'd, my lord. 
Hym. From top to toe ? 
Both. My lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Then ſaw you not his face? 
Hor. Cb, yes, my lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What, look 'd he frowningly AW 
Hor. A countenance more in ſorrow than in anger. 
Ham, Pale, or red? 
Hor. Nay, very pale. 
Ham, "And fix'd his eyes upon you ? 
Hir. Moſt conſtantly. 
Ham, I would I had been there. 
Hor. It would have much amaz*d you. 
Ham. Very like, very like: ſtaid it long! . Idred. 
Hor. While one with mod' rate hake might tell a hun- 
Boch. Longer, longer. | | 
Her. Not when I ſaw it, 
Ham His beard was grilly. 


Hor. It was, as I have ſeen it in his life, | 
A ſable ſilver d. 1755 1 2 
Ham. I'll watch to-night; perchance, twill walk again. 
Hor. J warrant you, it will. | g 
Ham, If it aſſume my noble father's perſon, 
I'll ſpeak to it, though hell itſelf ſhould gape, 
„And bid me Fold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto.concea}'d this fight, 
Let it be treble in your ſilence till : 
And whatſoever. elſe ſhall hap to-night, 
Give it an underſtanding, but no tongue; 
I will requite your loves. So fare ye well. 
Upon the plat form, *twixt eleven and twelve 
1'll viht you. | | 2 a 
All. Our duty to your honour. - [Exeunt. 
Ham. Your loves, as mine to you. Farewel. 
My father's ſpirit in arms! all is not well ; 8 
doubt ſome foul play. Would the night were come! 
Till then, fir (tall, my foul. Foul deeds will rife, . 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes, 
| 7 1 | . . [Exits 
SCENE, an Apartment ia Polonias's A 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia, 
Laer. My neceſſaries are enibark'd ; farewel: 
Aud, fifter, as the winds permit, A 
Let me hear trom uu. 
Oph. Do you doubt that? 8 
Lacr. For Hamlet, and the tiifling of his ſavour, 
Hold it a faſhion, and a toy in blood; N 
A violet in the youth of primy nature; 
Forward, not permanent; ſweet, not laſting: 
The perfume, and ſuppliance of a minute: 
No more. 
 Oph. No more but ſo? 
Laer. Think it no more: ä 
He may not, as inferior perſons da, 
Carve for himſelf for on his choice depends 
The ſanity and heilth of the*whole ſtate ; 
Then weigh, what loſs your honour may ſuſtain, 
If with too cred'lous ear you hear his paſſion; _ 
Fear it, Ophelia; fear it, my dear fiſter ; 
The charieſt maid is prodigal enough 
If ſhe unmaſk her beauty to the moon. 
O. I ſhall the effect of this good leſſon keep, 


2 ; \ N * 
* . 


= 
© ** 
nn. - — — — 
. „ b 0 4x6 —_ 
= 5 p —I—y * 


F2 H A M. N B Th 
About my heart. But, good my brother, 
Do not, as ſome ungracious paſtors do, | 
Shew me the ſteep and thorny way to heaven; 
Whilſt, like a careleſs libertine, 
Himſelf the primroſe path of dalliance treads. 
Laer. Oh; fear me not. 
I ſlay too long. But here my father comes. | 
Este Polonius. 
Pol. Yet here, Laertes abroad, abroad, for ſhame 3 
The wind ſits in the ſhoulder of your ſail. 
Laer. Moſt humbly do 1 —ͤ— leave, my ord, 
Farewel, Opheha 5' — rememb % well 
What J have faid to 8 0 
Opb. "Tis in my mem'ry lock d, 
And you yourſelf ſhall. keep” the key | 
Laer. arewel. 881 [Exit Laertes, 
Pol. What is'ty Ophelia, he bath ald to you ? 
- Oph; So pleaſe you; ſomething touching Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry; ven bethought: 
Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you yourſelf 
Have of your audiente beem moſt free and bounteous. 
If it be ſo, (as ſo tis put on me, 
Aud that in way of caution) J muſt tel] vou, 
Vou do not underſtand yourſelf fo clearly, 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honours 
What is between you? Give me up the truth, 
Oph;. He hath, my lord, of late, made many tenders 


Of his affection to me. 


Pol. Affection! puh! you ſpeak: like a green ein, 
Unſifted in ſuch perilous circumſtance. 
Do you believe his tenders; as you call them? 
Geb. I do not know, my lord, what I ſhould" think. 

Pol. Marry, Lil teach you. Think yourſelf a baby, 
That you have ta'en theſe tendets for true pray, 
hich are not ſterling.” Tender yourſelf more early z 
Or you'll tender me a fool. 

Cpb. My lord, he hath p me with love, 
In hunourable faſhion, 

Pol. Av, faſhion you may exll it: goto, go to. 

Oph. 8 * COURTeNance to his f eech, my 

| bly 

With almoſt all the holy vows of VER 

Pol. Ay, * to catch Woodcocks. I do know 
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When the blood runs, how en the ſoul 
Lends the tongue vows. | 
This is for all, 
I would not, in plain, tertas; from this time forth, 
Have you o ſlander any moment's leiſure, 
As to give words or talk. with the lord Hamlet. 
Look to't, IL charge you. Come your ways. 
Op. I ſhall-obey,, my lord. . [ Exeunte 
S CEN. E, 4 Platform. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Ham. The air bites ſhrewdly; it is very cold. 
Her. It is a nipping and an eager air. 
Ham. What hour n;.w ? 
Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve, 
Mar, No, it is truek, _ LG | 
Hor. Indeed - L. heard it not. It then draws near 
the ſeaſon, ö 
Wherein the ſpirit held his wont to walk. 
1 [Noife.of irumpers within, | 
What does this. mean, my lord ? 
Ham. The king — to- night, and takes big 
rouſe, 
Keeps waſſel, and. che fwagger ing up ſpring veela ; 
And, as be drams his, draughts of Rheniſh dowp, 
The kettle· dum, and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 
Hor. Is it a caſtom ? 
Ham. Ay, marry, ist: 
But, to my mind though I am native here, 
And to the manner born — it is a cuſtom 
More honour'd in the breach, than the obſervance. 
890 Auer. Ghoſt. of 
Hor. Look. my lord, it comes 
Ham. Angels and. miniſlers of grace, defend us! 
Be thou. a ſpuit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee airs fronmheav?ng- -or-blaſts n. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou comꝰſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, | 
That L will ſpeak to thee. I'll, call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane: oh Hauſwer me; 
Let me not burſt in,igyorance l but tell, 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearſed in * 
Have burſt their cearments? Why che ſepulchre, 
Wherein we _ thee quietly inurn'd, | "MN 


Hath op'd his ponderous and marble j jaws, 
To caſt thee up again? What may this mean 
That thou, dead corſe, again, in complete ſleel, 
Reviſit'ſt thus the elimpfes of the moon, 
Making night hideous; and we fools of nature, 
So horribly to ſhake our difpoſition | 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls ? | 
Say, why is this, Wherefore ? What ſhou'd we do? 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with i it, 
As if it ſome impartment did _ 
To you alone, | 
Mar. Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground: 
But do not go with it. 
Hor. No, by no means. 5 
Ham. It will not ſpeak; then I will follow i it. 25 
Hor. Do not, my lord. 
Ham. Why, what ſhould be the fear ? 
I do not ſet my life at a pin's fee: 3 
And, for my ſoul, what can it do to that—— - 
Being a thin im mofrar lee 
It waves me forth again.— I'll follow i it 22 
Her. What, if it tempt you t ward the flood, my lord ? 
Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff, 
And there aſſume ſome other horrible form, 
Ahd draw you into madneſs? 7 L : 
Ham, It waves me ſtill, —-Go on, IU follow thee, 
Mar. You ſhall-not go, my lord. 
Ham, Hold off you? F hande. 
Mar. Be ruFd,/ you ſhall not £0. 
Ham. My fate'cries out, | 
And makes each petty artery in this dude -- 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. 


- 8 


Still am I call'd, Unhand me; mere 


[Breaking from them, 
By heav? n, PII make a ghoſt of him that lets me: 


I ſay, away: — Go on, I'II follow thee.— 
 [Exenuut Ghoſt and Hamlet, | 


SCEN E, 4 amid Part of the Platform. 
Net enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. | 


Ham. Where wilt thou lead mo? Speak, 71 go ho 
farther, 


Ghoſt, Mark me. 
Ham. I will. 


Fd 


GH. My hour is almoſt c come, * 

When I to ſulph'rous and tormenting flames 

Muſt render up myſelf, | 
Ham. Alas, poor ghoſt! ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing. 

To what I ſhall unfold. -.. * | 
Ham. Speak, I am bound, to . "vo GR INES 7" 
Glof?. So art thou to revenge, wen, thou halt bear, - 
Ham. What? 4 : | gf ; e 
Gba. Iam thy father” 8 ſpirit; Arty n 77 

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the ME 0 

And, for the day, confin. 'q to fall in fires, 

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature, 

Are burnt and purg'd away. But that Lam. eps, 

To tell the ſecrets of my prifop-houſe, 

I could a tale upfold, whoſe lighteſt word N 

Would harrow up thy foul ; freeze thy young odd ; 

Make thy two eyes, like ſtars, ſtart from their ſpheres; | 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular hair to ſtand on end 

Likes quills upon the fretful porcupine: _. , 

But this eternal blazon muſt not be | 

To ears of fleſh and blood. —Lifſt, lift, oh liſt ! 

If thou didft ever thy dear father lore — , 

Ham. O heaven! * | 

Ghoſt. Revenge his foul and moſt dase murder, : 

Ham. Murder! 8 

GB. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt ĩt ĩs; 

But this moſt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural, 

Ham. Haſte me to know it; that I, with wings as ſwift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
May ſweep'to my revenge. 

Ghote. I find thee apt; 

Now, Hamlet, hear : 

"Tis given out, that, ſleeping i in my orchard, — 

A ſerpent ſtung me: ſo the whole ear of Denmark 

Is by a forged proceſs of my death 

Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 

The ſerpent that did ſting thy father's life, 

Now wears his crown. 

Ham. Ch, my prophetic ſoul ! my uncle! 

65ſt. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 

Won to his ſhameful luſt _ 

The will of my moſt ſeeming virtuous queen, 

Oh, Hamlet, what a falling off was there! 
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From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 


That it went hand in hand even with the vow 


I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whoſe nat ral gifts were poor, 


= To thoſe'of mine! © - 


But, ſoft ! methinks, I ſcent, the morning air 
Brief ler me be—Sleeping within mine orchard, 
My cuſtom always of the afternoon, | 
Upon my ſecret hour thy. uncle ſtole, 

With juice of curſed hebenon in a vial, © 

And in the porches.of mine ears did pour 

The leperous diſtifment ; whoſe effect 

Holds ſuth an enmity with blood of man, 


That, ſwift as quickſilver, it courſesxthrough © 


The natural gates and alleys of the body; 
Thus was, I, fleepitig, by à brother's Hand, 
Of life, of erown, of queen, at once diſpateh'd: 
Cut off, even in the bloſſoms of my fin, 
Unhouſel'd, unanointed, unaneal'd· 

No reckoning made, but ſent to my account, 


With all my imperſeQions on my head. 
Ham. Oh, horrible! oh horrible! moſt, horrible! 


OG. Tf thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; 


Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 


A cauch of luxury and damned inceſt. 

But, howſoever thou purſy'ſt this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy. ſoul contrive 

Againſt thy mother aught; leave her to heav'n, 

And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 

To prick and ſting her. Fate thee well at once! 

The glow- worm ſhews the morning to be near, 

And *gins to pale his uneffectual fre 

Farewel! remember me. 
Ham. Oh, hold my heart, 

And you, my ſinews, grow not inſtant old, 

But bear me flifly up ! Remember thee! 

Ay, thou poor ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 

In this didracted globe. Remember thee! 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

PI wipe away. all trivial fond records ; _ 

All faws of books, all forms, all preſſures paſt, 

That youth and obſervation copied there; 

And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 


* 
” 


[Sinkre 


Unmix'd with baſer matter: yes, * heaven. 
O moſt pernicious woman! 
O villain, villain, ſmiling damned yillain ! 
My tables, — meet it is, I ſet it down, 
That one may ſmil8, and ſmile, and be a villain: 
At leaſt, I'm ſure, it may be fo in Denmark. [ Writing. 
So, uncle, there you are: now to my word; 
It is; farewel ; remember me, | 
1 have worn it 
. Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 
Hor. My lord, my lord 
Mar. Lord Homlet—— 
Hor. Heaven ſecure him! 
Ham. So be it. 
Mar. Illo, ho, ho, ho, my lord! | L 
Ham, Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! Come, bird, come. 
Mar. How is't, my noble lord ? 
Hor. What news, my lord ? Th 
Ham. On, wonderſul ! - . 
Hor. Good, my lord, tell it. 
Ham. No: you'll reveal it. 
Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 
Mar, Not 1, my lord. 
Ham. How ſay you then? Wou'd heart of man once 
think it? 
But you'll be ſecret 
Both. Ay, by hear'n, my lord. 
Ham. There's ne'er a villain, eelling] in all Denmark, 
But he's an arrant knave. 
Hor, There needs no ghoſt, my lord, come from the 
grave, 3 
To tell us this. 
Ham. Why right; you are Y the right; 
And ſo without more circumſtance at all, 
I hold it fit, that we ſhake hands and part: 
You, as your buſineſs and deſire ſhall point you,— 
For ev'ry man has buſ'neſs and deſire, 
Such as it is ;—and, — my own poor part, 
I will go pray. 
Hor. Theſe are but wild and hats words, my EY 
Ham, I. am ſorry they offend you, heartilß; 
F aith, hear tily. | 
Hor, There's no offence, ay lord, 


* 
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Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this viſion here, 
It is an honeſt ghoſt, that let me tell you- 1 
For your deſite io know what is between us, | 
O'er-maſter it as you may. And now, good friends, 


As you are friends; ſchelars, and ſoldiers, 


Give me ong poor requeſt. 
Hor. What is't, my lord? 5 
Ham. Never make known what you have ſeen to night. 
Both. My lord, we will not. | 5 
Ham. Nay, but ſwear it. 
Hor. In faith, my lord, not I. 
Mar. Nor J, my lord, in faith. 
Ham. Upon my ſword. 5 
For. Propoſe the oath, my lord. 
Ham. Ne ver to {peak of this that you have ſeen, 
Swear by my ſword, 
- Ghoſt, Swear. 2 8 5's 
Hor. O day and night, but this is wond'rous ſtrange! 
Ham. And therefore as a ſtranger give it welgome, 
There are more things in heav'n and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philoſophy. But come, 


Here, as before, never (fo help you mercy !) 


How ſtrange. or odd ſoc'er I bear myſelf, 


As I, perchance, hereafter ſhall think meet 


To put an antic diſpoſition on, _ 5 
That you, at ſuch time ſeeing me, never ſhall 


Wich arms encumber'd thus, or this head-ſhake, 


Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtful phraſe, 

As well, well—we know; or, we could, and if we 
would — _ | LT? 

Or, if we liſt to ſpeak ;—or, there be, an if there might; 

Or ſuch ambignous giving out) denote | 

That you know aught of me e this do you ſwear, . 

So grace and mercy at your moſt need help you! 


Swea rs | 


Ghoſt beneath. Swear. | : 
Ham. Refi, refl, perturbed ſpirit !-So, gentlemen, 
With all my love do I commend me to you: | 


And what ſo poor a man as Hamlet is 


May do, to expreſs his love and friendſhip to you, 

Shall never fail. Let us go in together, 

And ſtill your fingers on your lips, I pray. _. 

The time is out of joint; oh, curſed ſpight ! | 
That ever I was born to ſet it right! [ Exennts 


- 
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AC T II. SCENE, an Apartment in Poloniu:s Houſe. 
| Enter Polonius and Ophelia. 
Pol OW now, Ophelia! what's the matter ? 

mY Oph. Alas, my lord, I have been fo af- 

frighted ! 

Pol. With what, in the name of heaven! * 

Oph, My lord, as I was ſewing in my cloſet, 

Prince Hamlet—with his doublet all unbrac' d, 
Pale as his ſhirr, his knees knocking each other; 
He comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love? 

Oph. My lord, I do not know; 

But truly, I do fear it. | 

Pol. What ſaid he? 

Opb. He took · me by the wriſt, and held me indy 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm; 

And, with his other hand, thus o'er his brow, ' 
He falls to ſuch peruſal of my face, 

As he would draw it. | 

That doae he lets me ; 

And, with his head over bis ſhoulder turn '4, 

He ſeem'd to find his way without bis eyes; 

For out o doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the laſt, bended their light vn me. 

Pol. Come, go with me; Iwill go ſeek the —_ 

This 1s the very eeſtacy of love, 
Have you giv'n him any hard words of late? | 
Oh. No, my good lord; but, as you did command, 
I did repel his letters, and denyd 
His acceſs to me. 
Pol. That hath made him mad. 
Come, go with me to th' king. | | 
This muſt be known; which, being kept cloſe, might 
move 
More grief to bide, than hate to utter, love. 
Come. [ Exeunts 
8 CEE NE. The Palare. 

Enter: King, Queen, Roſencraus, Guildenſtern, 

and Attendants. 

King. Welcome, dear Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern! 
Moreover that we much did long to fee you, h 
The need, we have to uſe you, did provuke. 
Our haity ſending, Something Fou wy heard 
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Of Hamlet's transformation; 
What it ſhould be, 


More than his father* s death, 


I cannot dream of. I entreat you both, 

That you vouchſafe your reſt here in our court 
Some little time: ſo by your companies 

To draw him on to pleaſures ; and to gather, 


[Whether ought, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 


That lies within our remedy. 
2ucen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you; 


Aud, ſure J am, two men there are not living, 


'To whori he more adheies. If it will pleaſe you, 
So to employ your time with us awhile, | 
Your viſitation ſhall receive ſuch thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance, 
Roſ. Both your majeſties 
Might, by the ſov'reign power you have of us, 
Pot your dread pleaſures more into e! 
Than to entreaty. 85 
Guil, But we both obey, 
And here give up mk in the ful bent, 


To lay our ſervice freely at your feet. 


King. Thanks, Roſencraus, and gentle Gaildenlem. | 
Queen. 1 do beſeech you, inſtantly to viſit 


My too much changed ſon.— Go, ſome of you, 


And bring theſe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Enter Polonius. 
Pol. Now do I think (or elſe this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy ſo ſure 


As I have us'd to do) that I have found 
The very cauſe of Hamlet's lunacy. 


King. Oh, ſpeak of that, that I do long to hear, 
Pol. My liege, and madam, to expoſtulate 


What majeſty ſhould be, what duty is, 


Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waſte night, day, and time, 
Therefore—lince brevity's the foul of wit, 


And tediouſneſs the limbs and ovtward flouriſhes, 


I will be brief, your noble ſon is mad; 
Mad call I it ; for, to define true madneſs, 
What is't, but to be nothing elſe but mad ; 


But let that go. 


Queer, More matter, with leſs are. 
7 ol. Madam, I ſwear, I uſe no art at all. — 
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That he is mad, 'tis true; 'tis true, 'tis pity, = 
And pity 'tis, tis tine : a fooliſh figure, 
But farewel it, for I will uſe no art, 
Mad let us grant him then; and now remains 
That we find out the cauſe of this effect; 
Or, rather ſay, the cauſe of this defect ; 
For this effect, defective, comes by cauſe: 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus, 
J have a daughter; have, whilit ſhe is mine; 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath giv'n me this. Now gather, and ſurmiſe. 
To the celeſtial, and my ſoul's idol, the moſt hrautified 
Ophelia. That's an ill phraſe, a vile phraſe ; brauree 
fired is a vile phrafe ; but you ſhall hear—-Tbe/e to ber 
excellent white boſom, theſe, &c. ; 
Qucen. Came this from Hamlet to her? | 
Pol. Good Madam, ſtay aahile; Iwill be faithful.— 
Doubt thou, the ſlars are fire, Reading. 
Doubt, that the ſun doth move, 
Doubt truth to be a liar, 
But niw'r doubt, I inve. | 
Oh, dear Ophciia, I am ill at theſe numbers; 1 ave not art 
to reckon my groans : but that I love thie bet, oh moff beſt, 
believe it. Adieu. | 
Thine evermore, mo/? dear lady, wwhil/ 
this machine is to him, Hamlet. 
This, in obedience, hath my daughter ſkewn me, 
And, more above, hath his ſolicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means and place, 
All given te mine ear. 
King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his love? 
Pot. What do you think of me ? 
King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove ſo, But what might you think, 
Or my dear majeſty your queen here, think ho 
If I had play'd the deſk or table-book ; t 
Or giv'n my heart a working, mute and dumb, 
Or look'd upon this love with idle fight ? 
What might you think ? No, I went round to work, 
And my young miſtreſs thus I did beſpeak; 
Lord Hamlet 1s a prince—out of thy ſphere, 
This muſt not be: and then, I precepts pave her, 
That he ſhould lock herſelf from his refort, 
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22 HAM L E T:. 
Admit no meſſengers, reccive no tokens. 


Wbich done ſhe took the fruits of my advice! 
And he repulſed, (a ſhort tale to make) 


Fell into a ſadneſs; then into a faſt; 


Thence to a watch ;- thence into a wcaknafs, ; 
Thence to a lighineſs; ; and, by this declenſivn, 
Into the madneſs herein now he raves, 


And all we wail for. 2 * 


King. Do you think, 'tis this? 
Once en. It may be, very likely. 
Pol. Hath there been ſuch a time (I'd fain kaow that) 
That I have poſitively ſaid, *tis fo, 
When 1t prov'd otherwiſe ?- 
King. Not that I know. 
Fol. Take this from this, if this be otherwiſe. 
| [ Pointing to his head and lone 
Tf circumſtances lead me, I will find — 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the center, / 
King. How may we try it further! | 
Pol. You know, ſometimes, he walks four hours to- 
gether, FA , 
Here in che lobby. 
Den. So he does, indeed, | 
Bol. At ſuch a time I'll looſe my daughter to him: 
So pleaſe your maj-ſty to hide en N 
Behind the arras then; 
Mark the encounter ; if he love wor: not, 
Ad be not from his reaſon fell'n thereon, 
Let me be no aſſiſtant for a ſtate, 
But keep a farm, and catters. 
King, We will try it. 
Enter Hamlet reading. | 
Queen. But look, where, fadly the poor wretch comes 
reading. 
Pol. Away, I do beſeech you, both away : 


— 


'n board him preſently. [Exiaunt King and Queen, 


"Oh give me l-ave, — How does my good lord Hamilct ? 
Hau. Excellent well. | | 
Pol. Do you know me, my lord? 

Ham: Excellent well; you are a hihmonger. 
Pol. Noi J, my lord? 
Ham, Then i would you were ſo hone! a Mans 
Pol. Honeſt, my lord ? 
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Ham. Ay, Sir; to be honeſt, as this world does, is to 


be one man pick'd out of ten thouſand. 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. Por if the ſun breeds maggots in a dead dog, 
Being a god, kiſſing carrion Have you a daughter? 
Pol. | have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i' the ſun; conception is a 
bleſſing, but not as your daughter may Conceive, Friend, 
look toꝰt. 

Pol. How ſay you by that? [A de.] Stil harping on 

my daughter: 


Yet he knew me not at firſt ;— he ſaid, I was a fin- 


monger. 

He is far gone, far gone: and, truly, in my youth, 

I ſuffer'd much extremity for love; 

Very near this.—T'll ſpeak to him again. 

——— What do you read, my lord? , 
Ham. Words, words, words! 5 
Pe What is the matter, my lord? 
Ham. Between whom? 

Fel. I mean the matter that you read, my „lord ? 
"Ham. S anders, Sir: for the ſatirical flave ſays here, 


% 


that old men have grey beards; that their faces are 


wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick amber, and plum- 
tree gum; and that they have a plentiful lack of, wit; 
together with moſt weak hams. All which, Sir, though 


{-moſt powerfully and potently believe, yet! hold it not 
honeſty to have it thus ſet down; for yourſelf, Sir, 


ſhall be as old as I am, if, like a crab, you could go 
back ward. 


Pol. Though this be madneſs, yet there s method in't. 


[ Afde. 

Will you walk out of che air, my lord? 
Ham. Into my giave? 

Pol. Indeed, that is out o' the air ; — 
How pregnant his replies are! | N 
A happineſs that often madneſs hits on. 
My lord, [| take my leave. 

Ham. You cannot, Sir, take from me any thing that 
I will more willingly part withal, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Hem. Theſe tedious old fools! 

Enter Roſ-:ncraus and Guildenſtern. 


Fol. You go to ſeck lord Hamlet; there he 1s, La. 
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No. Save you, Sir! | | 

Guild. My honour'd lord! 

Ro/. My dear lord! | 

Ham. My excellent good friends! How doſt thou? 

| Guildenſtern ? VERS 1 
Oh, Roſencraus ! Good lads, how do ye both ? 
What news? | 

Roſe. None, my lord, but that the world's grown honeſt. 

Ham. Then is doomiday near: ſure your news is dot 
true. But in the beaten way of friendſhip, what make 

you at E'finour ? | | | 
_Rofſ. To viſit you, my lord; no other occaſion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ; 
but 1 thank you. Were you not ſent for ? Is it your 
own inclining ? Is it a free viſiiat on? Come, deal juſtly 
with me: come, came; nay ſpeak, ft 

Ham. Any thiog—but to the purpoſe, You were 
fent for; and there is a kind of confeſſion in your looks 
which your modeſties have not cratt enough to colour. 
I know the good king and queen have ſent tof you. 
 Reo/. To what end, my lord? 

Guil. What ſhould we ſay, my lord ? 

Ham. That you muſt teach me. But let me conjure 
you by the rights of our fellowſhip, by the conſopancy 
of our youth, by the obligation of our ever-preſerved 
love, and by what more dear a better propoſer could 
charge you withal ; be even and direct with me, whe» 
ther you were ſent for or no ? | 

Ro, What ſay you? I Guilden, 

Ham. Nay, then I have aneye of you : if you love 
me, bold not of. 

Guild. My lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham. 1 will tell you why; ſo ſhall my anticipation 
prevent your diſcovery, and your ſecreſy to the king and 
queen moult no feather. I haye of late (but where fore 
I know not) loſt all my mirth, forgore all cuſtom of 
exerciſes ; and, indeed, it goes ſo heavily with my diſ- 
poſition, that this goodly frame, the earth ſeems to 
me a ſteril promant-ry ; this molt excellent canopy, the 
air, this majeſtical roof fretted with golden fire, why, it 
appears no other thing to me, than a foul and peſtilent 
congregation of vapours. What a piece of work is a 
man!] how noble in reaſon ! how infinite in faculties ! 


in form and moving how expreſs and admirable | is 


%. 
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action how like an angel! in apprehenſion how like a 
god! the beauty of the werld ! the paragon of animals! 
And yet to me, what is this quinteſſence of duſt ? Man 
delights not me—nor woman neither ; 3 though by your 
ſmiling you ſeem to ſay ſo. 

Ro). My lord, there was no ſuch uf i in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh when 1 ſaid man delights 
not me ? 


Ro/. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, 


what lenten entertainment the players ſhall receive from 
you; we met them on the way, and hither are, they 
coming to offer you ſervice. - 

Ham, He that plays the king ſhall be cl his 
majeſty hall have tribute of me: the adventurous knight 
ſhall uſe-ais foil and target: the lover ſhall not ſigh gra- 
tis; the humorous man ſhall end his part in peace : 
and the lady ſhall ſpeak her mind freely, or the blank 
verſe thall halt for't. What players are they? 

Roſe. Even thoſe you were wont to take delight! in, the 
tragedians of this city. 

Ham. How chances it they travel? their reſidence, 
both in reputation and profit, was better both ways. Do 
they hold the ſame eſtimation they did when I was in 
the city ? are they ſo followed? 

Roſ. No, indeed, they are not. , 

Ham. It is not very ſtrange ; for mine uncle is ing of 


Denmark; and thoſe that "would make mowes at him . 
while my father lived, give tweaty, forty, fifty, an 
hundred ducats a-piece for his picture in little. There 


is ſomething in this more than natural, if philoſophy 
could find it out. | [Flourifb of trumpets 
_ Gul. Shall we call the players, my lord? 


Ham. Gentlemen, you arè welcome to Elſinour.— 
Your hands. Come then. The appurtenance ot wel- 


come 15 faſhion and ceremony : but my uncle-father and 
aunt mother are decciv'd, 
Guil. In what, my dear lord? N 
Ham. I am but mad nocth—worth-welt : when the 
wind 1s. ſoutherly, IL know a hawk from a hand-faw. 
Dnuter Polonius. 
Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen | 


Ham, Hark you, Guildenſtern; and Rofencraus, 


that s baby, you ſee there, is not * out of his 
ſw add ing-clouts. ; 


— 
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Roſe Happily, he's the ſecond time come to them; 
for they ſay an old man is twite a child. 

Ham. Iwill propheſy; be comes to tell me of the. 
players Mark it.—Vou ſay right, __ on n Monday 
- morning ; 'twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, Ihave news to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, I bave news to tell you. 

When Roſeius was an actor in Rome 
. Hol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 
Ham. Bua bus 

Pol. Upon my honour —— 

Ham. Then came each actor on his a/. og 

Pol; The beſt actors in the world, either for tragedy, 
eomedy, hiſtory, paſtoral, paſtor al- comical, biſtorical- 

_ paſtqral, tragicel-hiftorieal, tragieal- comical, hiſtorecal- 
paſtoral, ſcene undividable, or poem unlimited: Seneca 
cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light. For the 
law of writ, end the liberty, theſe are the only men. 
bo 0 Ohj Jeptha- judge of Ifrael, what a treaſure 

dſt thou! | 3 

Hol. What a treafure'had'he, my lord? 

Ham: Wiy—one fair daughter, and no more, | 
The which he loved paſſing well; | 
Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham, Am I not i' the right, old Jep tha? 

Pol. If you call me Jeptha, my lord, I hare. e adaughs | 
ter that I love paſſing well. 

Ham. Nay, that fotlows not. 17 

Hol. What follows then, my lord? 

Ham. Why, as by li, God wot—and; then you- 
know, it came to paſs, as moſt like it was: the firſt row 
of the rubrick will ſhew "ou more, For, Lok, where 
my abridgement comes. [ Enter Phayere.] You 
are welcome, maſters; Oh! old friend! why, 
thy face is valane d ſince 1 ſaw thee laſt: com'ſt thou to 
brard me in Denmark ? What! my young lady and 
miſtreſs? By By*-r lady, your ladyſhip is nt arer heaven 
than when I ſaw you'laft, by the altitude of a chiop- 
pine. F uiſh your voice, like a piece of uncurrent 
gold, be not crack'd within the ring. Maſters, 
you are all welcome. We'ile'en to't like French faul- | 
comers, fly at any thing we ſer: we'll have a ſpeech. 
ſtratylht, Come, give us a taſte of your quality ; come, 
a 3 ſpeech, IE St 
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1 Play. What ſpeech, my good lord ? | 

Ham. I heard thee ſpeak me a ſpeech once; but i it was 
never acted ; or if it Was, not above once: for che play, 
1 remember, pleas'd not the million; *twas caviare to 
the multitude, One ſpeech in it I chiefly lov'd ; *twas 
Eneas's tale to Dido; and thereabout of it eſpecially, 
where he ſpeaks of Priam”s ſlaughter. If it live in 
your memory, begin at this line, let me ſee, let me ſee 
——T he rugged | Pyrrhus, like 1he Hyrcanun beaſt— 
That's not it yet it begins with Pyrrhus. 

The rugged l yrrbus, Be, whoſe ſable. arms, 

Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſemble 

Ola granaſire Prigm ſcele:— 80 proceed you. 
Del. My lord, well ſpoken with good accent, ved: 

good diſeretion. | 

I Play. Anon be + nds him, 

Striking, tos bert, at Greeks : his antique ls 
Nebellious to his arni, lies aubere it falls, 
Repugnant tu commande 1e“ match'd, 

* Pyrrhus at Priam dni ves; in rage Ari les wide; 
But with th: whiff and wind F his fell ſwords 45 
The nnnerwved Father, falls, G 
But, as we g/ton ſee, againſt ſome pow, | 
A ſilence in the heayens, the rack fland ftill, 1795 
Dye bild- winds [prevhleſs, and it he orb bels ö; 
As huſh a, deatb: anon the fra ful ubun,,ỹ,ỹ 22 557 
Dot rend the. region 7a aer Hyrrhus bau,, 4 
A rouſed vengeance ſets hm nw a-work 3 
And newer did the Cyclops hammers;fall 5 
On Mars bis ar mour, forg'd for. proof eterne, 

With leſs remorſe than Pyrrhus W 987825 
Now falls an Hrium. 
Oat, out, thou Arma pet Fortunt'! | 

Pol. Ibis is too dong. 

Han, It ſhallzo-therbarb»r” je Fe W 6 
Pr'ythee, ſay on ; he's for a jig, ora tale of baudry, 
or he ſleepe. Say on: come to Hecuba. 

1 Play. But whey alas who xe! 222 queen— 

Ham The mobled queen? | 

Pol. That's good. 

1 Play. Run bere\footup and auen the Fame: 
A clout:upbn bat uad. 

Where late. the digdem foods; ; pd for a robe | 
A — in the.alarm Heu caught uf 5 . 
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Who this had ſeen, auith tongue in venom fleep d. 


-*Gainft fortune' fate would treaſon have Ppronounc d. 


Pol. Look, whe'r he has not turn'd bis colour, ing 
has tears in's eyes. Pr'ythee, no more. 
Ham. Tis well. l'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt of 


this ſoon, Good my lord, will you ſee the players well 
beſtowed? Doye hear, be them be well uſed ; for they 


are the abſtract and brief chronicles of the time. 
After your death, you were better have a bad epitaph, 
than their ill report while. you lived. 

Pol. My lord, I will uſe them according to their de- 


Ham. Much better. Uſe every man according to his 
deſert, and who ſhall 'fcape whipping ? Uſe them after 


your own honour and dignity, The leſs they deſerve, 


the more merit is in your bounty. Take them in. 
Pol. Come, Sirs. [Exit Polonius. 
Ham. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play temor- 
row. Doſt thou hear me, old friend —My good friends, 
[to Reſ. and Guild.) I'll leave you 'till night. You are 
welcome to Elſinour. Ty 
Ro/. Farewel, my lord. [Exeunt Rof. and Guild. 
Ham. Can you play the murder of Gonzago ? 
Pay. Ay, my lord. | 
Ham. We'll ha't to-morrow night. You could, for 2 
need, ſtudy a ſpeech of ſome dozen or ſixteen lines, 


Which I would ſet 28585 and inſert in't ? could you 


not? 

Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that lord; 3. and, look yo 
mock him not. ior 


- Oh, what a wretch and peaſant ſlave am I! 


Is it not monſtrous that this player here, 

But in a fiction, in a dream of . paſſion, 

Could force his foul ſo to his own conceit, 

That, from her working, all his Viſage warm'd; 


. Tears in his eyes, diſtraction in's aſpedt, 
A broken voice, and his whole function ſuiting, 


With forms, to his conceit? and all for nothing ?: ?. 
For Hecuba ! 


What's Hecuba tb 1. or he to Hecuba, | 


Thus he ſhould weep for her ? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for paſſion, 


hy hat I have? He would Gove the ſtage with tears, - 
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Make mad the guilty, and appall the free, 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze, indeed, 
The very faculty of ears and eyes. | 
But J am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 
To make oppreflien bitter; or, ere this, 
I ſhould have fatied all the region kites | 


With this ſlave's offal. Bloody, bawdy villain /! 


Remorſeleſs, treacherous, letcherous, kindleſs villain ! 
Why, what an aſs am I ? This is moſt brave, 8 
That I, the ſon of a dear father murdet'd, 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muſt, like a whore, unpack my heart with wards, 

And fall a curſing, like a very drab, | 

A ſcullion ! Fie upon't ! foh ! 

About my brain! Hum! I have heard, 

'That guilty creatures, fitting at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the ſcene 

Been ſtruck fo to the ſoul, that preſently 

They have proclaim'd their male fact ions. 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will ſpeak 
With moſt miraculous organ. I'll have theſe players 
Play ſomething like the murder of my father 
Before mine uncle. I'll obſerve his locks ; 

I' tent him to the quick; if he but blench, 

I know my courſe. The ſpirit, that J have ſeen, 

May be the devil; and the devil hath power 

To aſſume a pleaſing ſhape; yea, and perhaps, 

-Out of my weakneſs and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent with ſuch ſpirits) 

Abuſes me to damn me. I have grounds 

More relative than this : the play's the thing, 
Wherein I'll catch the conſcience of the king, { Zx:t. 


— * - - — — 


ACT m. :8CEN E, The Palace. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Roſencraus, aud 
1-2 Guildenſtern. 


| ND can you by no drift of conference 
King A Get from him why he puts on this confuſion? 
Ro/. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diftracted ; 


But from what cauſe he will by no means ſpeak. 


RQuecn, Did he 2 you well? 
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And, by oppoſing, end them? To die— to ſicep 


30 E . 

Rof. Moſt civilly. 8 3 

Gail. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition, 

R/. Unapt to queſtion ; but, of our demands, 
Moſt f:eein his reply. FER 

Queen. Did you invite him to any palime ? 

R/. Madam, it ſo fell out, that c:rtain players 
We o'ertook on the way : of theſe we told him ; 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of joy a 
To hear of it. They are about the court; ö 
And (as J think) they have already order S 


This nighe to play before him. 


Pol. Tis roft true: 45 | | 

And he beſcech'd me to intreat your majeſties 

To hear and ſee the matter. Ws ; 
King. With all my heart ; and it doth mach content 

me | | 

To hear him ſo inelinꝰ d.. hs 

Gocd gentlemen, give him a further edge, 

And drive his purpoſe on to theſe delights. 
Roſ. We ſhall, my lord, | LZxeunt. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too. | 


For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 


That he, as twere by accident, may meet 
Ophelia here. | 
Her father and myſelf _ | 
Will fo beſtaw ourſelves, that, ſeeing and unſeen, 
Ve way of their intercounter judge. 

tee: I ſhall obey you: | 


And ior my part, Oph: lia, I do wiſh, 


That your god beauties be the happy cauſe 
Of Hamlet's wildneſs ; ſo ſha!l I hope your virtues 
May bring bim to his wonted way again 
To both your honours, | 
Oph. Madam, F with it may. { Exit queen. 
Pol. Ophelia, welk you here: If fo your majeſties 
Mall plcaſe, retire conceal'd. | | 
Op4. I hear him coming; retire, my lord. 
| | [Exit all but Ophelia. 
; | Enter Hamlet. ö 
Ilam. To be or not to be? that is the queſtion, 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to ſuſſer | , 
The thngs and harrows of outrageons fortune, 
Or to take arms againſt aſea of troubles, 
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No more ?—and, by a ſleep, to ſay we end 
The heart-ach, and the thouſand nat'ral ſhocks 
That fleſh is heir to: tis a conſummation 
Devourly to be wiſh'd. To die; — t ſleep 5— 
To ſleep ! perchance, to: dream: = Ay, there's the rub ; 
For in that ſleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, ; 
Muſt give us pauſe, There's the teſpect, 
That makes calamity of ſo long life: f 
For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, 
Th” oppieſſor's wrong, the proud man's contumely, 
The pangs of deſpis'd love, the law's delay, 
The inſel ene of office, and the ſpurns 
That patient merit of th* unworthy takes; 
| When he himfelf might his quietus make _ 
With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardles bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a we ry life, 
. But that the dread of ſomething after death, 
That undiſcover'd country, from whoſe bourne 
No traveller returns; puzzles the will; 
And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of??? . 
Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all, 
And thus the healthful face of reſolution 
Is ficklied o'er with the pale caſt of thought ; 
. And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard, their currents turn awry, 
And loſe the name of action. — Soft you, now! | 
ES. ae, {Seeing Ophelia. 
The fair Ophelia? - Nympb, in thy orifons 
Beall my ſins remember'd, | 
Oph. Good, my lord, WI | 
How does your honour for this, many a day? 
Ham. I humbly thank you; well. | 
Oph. My lord, I have remembrzaces of yours, 
That I have long'd to re-deliver, 
I pray you now, receive them. ES 
Ham. No, not I; 1 never gave you ought. 
Oh. My honour'd lord, you know right well you did; 
And, with them, words of fo {ſweet breath compos'd, 
As made the things more rich: that perfume loſt, 
Take theſe « ; for to the noble miad, 
| 2 3 


nunnery; farewel : or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry 
a fool; for wiſe men know well enough what monſters - 
you make of them. To a nunnery go, and quickly too. 


enough. Heaven has given you one face, and you make 
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Rich pifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 


here, my lord. 
Ham. Ha, ha! are you honeſt ? 
Oph. My lord! N 
Ham, Are you fair? 5 
 Oph. What means your lordſhip ? 


Ham. That if you be honeſt and fair, you ſhould ad- 


mit no diſcourſe to your beauty. 


Opb Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce 
than with honeſty ? | 


Ham, Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will ſooner 


| transform honeſty from what it is, to a bawd, than the 
force of honeſty can tranflate beauty into its likepeſs. 


This was ſome time a paradox, but now the time gives it 


proof. 1 did love you once. 


Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe ſo, 
Eam. You ſhould not have believ'd me: for virtue 
cannot ſo inoculate our old fiock, but we ſhall reliſh of 
it. I lov'd you not. | MEG 3 
Opb. 1 was the more deceiv'd, 


Ham. Get thee to a nunnery. Why wouldſt thou 


be a breeder of ſinners? I am myſelf indifferent honeſt; . 


but yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it were 
better my mother had not borne me. I am very proud, 
revengeful, ambitious ; with more offences at my back 
than I have thoughts to put them in. What ſhould ſuch 
fellows as I do crawling between earth and heaven? We 
are atrant knaves all; believe none of us. Go thy 


- ways to a nunnery, Where's your father ? 


Oh. At home, my lord? | 
Ham. Let the doors be ſhut upon him, that he may 
play the fool no where but in's own houſe. Farewel. 
_ Oh, help him, you ſweet heavens ! 
a 


m. If thou doſt marry, T'll give thee this plague 


for thy dowry. Be thou as chaſte as ice, as pure as 
ſuow, thou ſhalt not eſcape calumny, Get thee to a 


Farewel. it . 
Q#h. Heavenly powers reſtore him! 


% 


Ham. | have heard of your paintings, too, well 


yourfelves another, You jig, you amble, and you liſp, 
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and nick. name Heaven's creatures; and make your wan- 
tonneſs your ignorance. Go to; I'll no more on't ; it both 
made me mad. I ſay, we will have no more marriages. 
Thoſe that are married already, ali but one, ſhail vs; 
the. reſt ſhall keep as they are, To a nunnet, go. (Eis 

Oph. Oh, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 
The expectation and roſe of the fair ſtate, 

Th obſerv'd of all ohſervers! Quite, quite down l. 

And I, of ladies moſf deject and wretched, 

Now ſee that noble and moſt ſov'reign reaſon, | 

Like ſweet bells jangled, out of tune and harſh 3. 

Oh, woe is me! 

To have ſeen what I have ſeen; - ſee what I ſee. 
Enter King and Polanius. 

King. Love his affections do not that way tend . 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lack d form a Bs” 
Was not like madneſs, Lg? Fo 5 
He ſhall with ſpeed ts England, „ 
For the demand ef our neglected tribute: 
What think you on't? 

Pol. It ſhall do well. „ | 
Bur, if you hold it fit, after the play, NONE 1 
Let his queen- mother all alone entrpat him | 
To ſhew his grie fs; let her be round with him; 
And I'll be plac'd, ſo pleaſe you, in tho ear | | 
Of all their conference, If the find him not, | 1 
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To England ſend him; or.confige him where + 
Your wiſdom beſt ſhall think. 
King. It ſhall be ſo. ; 


Madneſs i in great ones muſt not unwatch'd £0. [ Exeuns,, | 
SCENE, a. Hall. Mis 
Enter Hamlet and two or three of the, Player "UE TRY 
Han Speak the ſpeech, I pray you, as I pronounced 
it to you, trippingly on the tongue. But if you mouth , 
it, as many of our players do, I had as leave the rown- | 
crier had ſpoke my lines. Nor do not faw the air too 
much with your hand, thus ; but uſe all gently : for in 
the very torrent, tempeſt, and, as I may ſay, whirlwind- 
of your paſſion, you muſt acquire and beget a tempe- | 
rance that may give it ſmoothneſs, Oh, it offends me 
to the ſoul, to hear a robuſtious periwig- -pated feilow 
tear a paſſion to tatters, to very rags, to ſplit the ears of 
the groundlings ; 3 Who, for the moſt pait, are capable 
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of nothing but incxp'icable dumb ſhews, and noiſe x J 
could have ſuch a fellow whipped for o'er-doing terma- 
gant ; it out-herods Herod, Pray you, avoid it, 
Play. I warrant your honour, | | 
Ham. Be not too tame, neither; but let your own 
diſcretion be your tutor. Suit the action to the word, 
the word to the action; with this ſpecial obſervance, 
that you o'erſtep not the modeſty of nature: for any 
thing ſo overdone is from the Purpoſe of playing 
V hoſe end, both at the firſt, and now, was and is, to 
hold as *rwere the mirror up to nature; to ſhew virtue 
her own feature, ſcorn her own image, and the very age 
and body of the time, his form and preſſure. Now 
this over done, or come tardy off, though it make the 
unſkilful laugh, cannot but make the juliciogs gers; 
the cenſure of which one, muſt in your allowance o'er- 
weigh a whole theatre of others. Ob, there be players 
that J have feen play, and heard others praiſe, and that 
highly (not to ſpeak it profanely) that neither having 
the accent of Chriſtian, nor the gait of Chriſtian, Pa- 
gad, or man, have fo ſtrutted and bellow'd, that I have 
thought ſome of nature's journey men had made men, 
and not made them well; they imitated humanity ſo 
abominebly. SA | EG” with us, 
Play. T hepe we have reform'd that indifferently 
Ham, Oh, reform it altogether. And let thoſe that 
play Four clowns ſpeak no more than is ſet down for 
- them: for there be of them, that will themſelves laugh, 
to ſet on ſome quantity gf barten ſpeQators to laugh 
too; though, in. the mean time, fome neceſlary queſ- 
tron of the play be then to be cenſidered. That's 
villainoue, and ſnews a moſt pitiful ambition io the fool 
that ufes it. Go, make you read. | 
' Both. We will, my lord. IEæeunt Player:. 
Han. What, ho, Horstio! N 
Rods, ns, Enter Horatio. 
Hor. Here, ſweet lord, at your ſervice. 
Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as juſt a man, 
As &er my converſation cop'd withal. ; 
Hor. Oh, my dear lord — | 
Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter * _ 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no 1evenue baſt, but thy good ſpirits, 
Tu feed and clothe thee ? e 
Doſt thcu hear? 
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Since my dear ſoul w:s miſtreſs of her choice, 
And could of men diſtivgutith, her clection 
Hath ſcal'd thee for herſelt: for thou haſt been 
As one, in ſuff'ring all, that ſuffers nothing: 
Give me that man, 

That is not paſſion s ſlave, and I will wear bim 


Isa my heart's core; ay, iu my heart of heart, 


As I do thee. Something too much of this.— 
There is a play to-night betore the king, 
One ſcene of it comes near the circumſtance, 
Which J have told thee, of my father's death. 
I pi'ythee, when thou ſeeſt that act a-foot, 
Even with the very comment of thy ſou], 
Obſerve my uncle; if his occult guilt 

Do not itſelf diſcover in one ſpeech, 

It is a damned ghoſt that we have ſeen, 

Give bim heedful note; 

For mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 

And, aſter, we will both our jadgments join 
In cenſure of his ſeeming. 


Hor. 1 will, my lord, 


Ham. They're coming to the play; I muſt be idle: 


get. ou a place, 
Daniſh march. A flouriſh. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Roſeneraus, 


Guildenſtera, and org. 
King. How fares our couſin Hamlet? 
Ham, Excellent, i'faith; of the cameleon's diſh, I eat 
the air, promiſe-cramm'd. You cannot feed capons fo, 
King. I have nothing with this anſwer, Hamlet; 
theſe words, are not mine. 
Ham. No, nor mine how, * lord, Vou plays, once 


the univerſity, you ſay ? [To Polonius. 


855 ol. That did I, my lord, and was n a good 
actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact : 

Pol. 1 did enact Julius Cæſar: I was kill d i'the ca- 
pitol; Brutus kill d me. 


Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill ſo capital 4 


calf there. — Be the players ready? 
Ry). y, my lord, they ſtay upon your patience. 
Qucen Come, hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by we. 
E No, good mother, here's mettle more attractive. 
Pat. Oh ho] do you mark that? 
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8 Lady, ſhall I lie in your lap ? 
| [Lying down at Ophelia' fee t. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Your only jig-maker, What ſhould a man do, 
but be merry ? For, look you, how cheerfully my mo- 
ther looks, and my father died within theſe two hours. 

Oph. Nay, tis twice twa months, my lord. 


Ham. So long? Nay, then, let the devil wear black, 


for I'll have a ſuit of ſables. Oh, heavens ! die two 
months ago, and not forgotten yet ? then there's hope 
a great man's memory may outlive his life half a year: 
but, by'r lady, he muſt build churches, then ; or elſe 
ſhall he ſuffer, 
Enter Player King and Queen. 
Op. What means this, my lord ? 
Ham, Marry, this is miching malicho; ; it means miſ- 


chief. [play ? 
Oph. Belike, this ſhey i imports the argument of rhe 


Enter Prologue. 
Ham. \We ſhall know by this fellow : the players can- 
not keep counſel ; they'll tell all. 
. Oph., Will he tell us what this ſhew meant ? h 
Ham. Ay, or any ſhew that you'll ſhew him. Be rot 


1t means. 


Oph. You are naught, you are naught, Pl mark the. | 


play. 
Prol. For us and for « our tragedy, 
Here Jieeping to your clemency, : 
We beg your hearing patiently. - | 
Ham. Is this a prologue, or the ad of a ring ? 
Opb. Tis brief, my lord. | | 
Ham. As woman's love. | 71 bad, 
Pl. King. Full thirty times hath Phabus cart gone 
Since loye our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite commutual j in moſt ſacred bands. 
PI. 2. So many Journies may the fun and moon. 


Make us again count o'er, ere love be done, 1 


But woe is me, you are ſo ſick of late, 
And ſo far different from your former ſtate, 8 
That I diſtruſt yu; yet though 1 diſtruſt, | 
Diſcomfort you, my lord, it nothing, moſt: :? 

Now, what my love is, proof hath WIA you know E 


6 _ 


you aſham'd to ſhew, he'll not. .ſhame to tell you What | 


A 
[\ 
V 
V 
A 
E 
F 
8 
1 
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And as my love is great, my fear is ſo. | 
[Where love is great, the ſmalleſt doubts are fear; 
W here little fears grow great, great love grows there.] 

Pl, K. I mult leave thee, love, and ſhortly too : + 
My working powers their functions leave to do, 

And thou ſhalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd, and, haply, one as kind 
For huſband ſhalt thou 2 p34 

PI. 2. Oh, confound the reſt ! Owe 
Such love muſt needs be treaſon in my breaſt : 

Tu ſecond hufband let me be accurſt ! Fry 
None wed the ſecond, but who kill the firſt, 

Ham. That's wormwood ! _ | | ; 

Pl. K. I do believe you think what now you ſpeak ; 
Bat what we do determine, oft” we break; | 
Wat to ourſelves in paſſion we propoſe, 

The paſſion ending, doth the purpoſe luſe ; 
Think ſtill thou wilt no ſecond huſband wed ; 
But die thy thoughts, when thy firſt lord is dead. 
Pi. Q. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven light, 
8g ort and repoſe, lock from me, day and night! | 
Both here, and hence, purſue me, laſting ſtrife! 
If, once I widow be, and then a wife. 
Ham. If the ſhould break it now ——- 
Pl. K. IM deeply ſworn ; ſweet, leave me here a 
while ; 
My ſpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with ſleep. * [Sleeps 

P1. 9, Sleep rock thy brain, 

And never come miſchance between us twain! [ZExit, 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play? 

Queen. The lady proteſts too much, methinks, 

Ham, Oh, but ſhe'll keep her word, 

King. Have you heard the argument? is there no of- 
fence in't ? 88 5 R 

Ham. No, no, they do but jeſt, poiſon in jeſt. No 
offence 1'the world. REY | 

King. What do you call the play? _ 

Ham. The Mouſe-Trap, Marry, how? tropically.— 
This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna : 
Gonzago is the king's name, his wife's Bapiiſta: you 
ſhall ſee anon, 'tis a knaviſh piece of work; but what 
o'that? your Rus Ta we that have free ſoule, 
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38 
it touches us not: let the gall'd jade wince, our withers 
are unwrung. | 
Eater Lucianus. : 
This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 
Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 
Hum. I could interpret between you and your love, if 
I could fet the puppe's dallying, 
Begin, eee thy damnable Faces, and 
egin, 
Come — the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge. 
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
agreeing, 
Confederate ſeaſon, and no creature ſeeing, 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecat's ban thrice blaſted, thrice infected, 
Thy natural magic, and dire proverty, 
On wholeſome life uſurps immediately. 
f Pours the poifon into his cars, 

Ham. He poiſons him in the garden for's eſtate. His 

name's rn the ſtory is extant, and written in 
very choice Italian. You ſhall fee anon, how the mur- 
derer gets the love of Gonzapo's wife. 

King. Give me ſome light : —Away ! 

All. Lights, irghrs. Mee! | 
3 [ Erennt allbut Mamlet and Soak 
2 a " Haw. Why, let the iiroucken deer 80 weep, : 

The heart ungalled play; 
For ſome muſt watch, whilſt ſome muſt ſleep; 
So runs the world away. 
Ob, god Horatio! PI take the gholſl's — for a 
thouſand pounds, Die perceive? | 
Hor. Very well, my lord. 
Ham, Upon the talk of the poiſoning ? 
| Ro 1 
Han. Come, {ſome muſic. Come, the recorders. 
[Exit Horatio. 
. Enter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. 
Cuil. Good my lord, vouchſafe me a « word with you. 
Han. Sir, a whole hiſtory. 
Guil. Tae king, Sir — 
Ha. Ay, Sir, what of him > | 
Gail. Is, in his retirement, marvellous allem pera— 
Ham. With drink, Sir ? | 
Guil. No, my lord, with choler. 


fon” 'y this to his doctor; for, for me to put him to his 
purgation, would, perhaps, plunge him into more choler. 


Guil. Bod my lord, pu! your difcourſe into ſome + - 


frame, and ſtart not ſo wildly trom my affair, 

Ham. Jam tame, S:r.--Pronounce. 

Guil. be queen your mother, in moſt great Walon 
of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you, 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Gail. Nay, go d my lord, this courteſy is nat of the 
right breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a whole- 
ſome anſwer, I will do your mother's commandment ; 
if net, your pardon, and my return, ſhall be the end of 
my buſineſs. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guil, What, my lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholeſome anſwer: my wit's dit. 
eaſed. But, Sir, ſuch anſwer as I can make, you ſhall 
command; or, rather, as you ſay, my mother. There- 
ny no more, but to the matter, My mother, you 

ay 

Ro/. Then thus ſhe ſays. Your behaviour bath ſtruek 
her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderful ſon, that can fo aſtoniſh a mo- 
ther! But is there no ſequel at the heels of this mother's 
admiration ? Impart. 

Rof. She 2 to ſpeak with you in her cloſet, ere 
you go to bed. 

Hows: We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our mother, 
Have you any further trade with us? 

Roſ. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So I do ſill, by theſe pickers and 88 

Rof. Good my lord, what is your cauſe of diſtempey ? 
You do, ſurely, bar the door of your own UDErcy's 1 you 
deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sis, I lack advancement, 


Raf. How can that be, when you have the voice of | 


the king himſelf for your ſucceſſion in Denmark ? 
Ham. Ay, but <vhile the graſs grow the omen 19 
ſomething multy. 
Eater Horatio a A recorder, 


Why do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if 


you would drive me into a toil.? 71 


Ham. Your wiſdom ſhould ſhew itſelf more richer, to 
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Ham. Or, like a whale. 


they fool me to the top of my 


40 T. | 
Guil. Oh, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love 


is too unmannerly, 


Ham. I do not well underſtand that. Will you play 
upon this pipe? | vas 
Guil. My 1ord, I cannot. 
Ham. I pray you. 
 Guil. Believe me, I cannot, 
Ham, I do beſeech you. 
- Gail. I know no touch of it, my lord. 


Han. "Tis as eaſy as lying. Govern theſe ventages 


with your fingers and thumb, give it breath with your 
mouth, and it will diſcourſe moſt eloquent muſic.— 
Look you, theſe are the ftops. 

Guil. But theſe cannot I command to any utterance 
of harmony; I have not the ſkill, | 
Han. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thin 
you make me? you would play upon me; you wants 
ſeem to know my ſtops : you would pluck out the heart 


of my myſtery; you would found me from my loweſt 


note to the top of my compaſs : and there is much mu- 


ſic, excellent voice, in this little organ, yet cannot you 
make it ſpeak. S'death, do you think that I am eaſier - 


to be play'd on than a pipe? Call me what inſtrument 
you will, though you can fret me, you cannot play 


Enter Poloni us, 85 
Pol. My lord, the queen would ſpeak with you. 
Ham, Do you Tee yonder cloud, that's almoſt in ſhape 
of a camel 7 ETD WNT. -: 

Pol. Tis like a camel, indeed. 

Ham. Methinks it is like a weazel, 

Pol. It is back'd like a weazel. 
Pol. Very like a whale. | Tag 
Ham. Then will I come to r by and by— 

nt,—I will come by 

and by. | | . 
Pol. I will ſay fo. - 
Ham. Leave me, friends. - © 

»Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When churchyards yawn, and hell iiſelf breathes, out 

Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood, 

And do ſuch deeds as day ufelf 1 


— 


[Exeunt . 


1 1 Would quake to look on, Soft, now to my mother 
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O heart, Joſe not thy nature; let not ever 


Since nature makes them partial, ſhould'o'erheur 


I'll call upon you ere you go to bed, 


That cannot be, ſince 1 am fill poſſeſe dl 
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The foul of Nero enter this firm boſom : | 
Let me be cruel, but not unnatural : 
I will ſpeak daggers to her, but uſe none. 
SCE NE a Room in the Palace. 
Enter King, Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern. 
King. I like him not; nor ſtands it ſafe with us 
To let his madneſs-range. ' Therefore, prepare you ; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now grows too free-footed. TRIS Jah ES 
Both, We will haſte us.  [ Exeunt Gentlemen, 
Futter Polonius. K 00. 
Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's cloſet ; 
Behind the arras I'II convey myſelf | 
To hear the proceſs... PIl warrancthe'll tax him 
And, as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, © + 
* [is meet, that ſome more audience than a'mother, 


a 


home: 


The ſpeech. Fare you well, my liege; 

And tell you what I know. [Exit 
Ang. Thanks, dear my lord, ' 

Oh! my offence is rank; it ſmells to heaven; 

It hath the primal, eldeſt curſe upon' t; 

A brother's murder - Pray I cannat, 

Though inclination be as ſharp as t will; 

My ſtronger guilt defeats my ſtrong intent: 

And, like a man to double buſineſs bound, 

I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall:firſt begin, - 

And both neglect. What if this curſed hand 

Were thicker than uſelf with brother's blood; 

Is there not rain enough in the ſweet heavens 

To waſh it white as ſnow Þ Whereto ſerves mercy, 

But to confront the viſage of offences? a 

And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, 

To be fore-ſtalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon'd being down? Then VI! look up ; 

My fault is paſt, But oh, what form of prayer 

Can ſerve my turn? Forgive me my foul murder 
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Of thoſe effects for which I did the murder; 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 


1 


You go — "all I ſt you 9 a en 


In the corrupted currents of this world, 
Offence's gilded hand may ſhove by juſtice ;. 
And oft 'tis ſeen, the wicked prize itielf 

Buys out the law: but tis not ſo above: 
There is no ſbuflling ; there the action lies 

In his true nature; and we ourſelves compell'd, 


Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, - 


To give in evidence. What then ?: what refts ? - | 


Try, what repentance can: what can it not? 


Yet what cau it, when one cannot repent? 
Oh wretched kate oh boſom, black as death! 

Oh limed ſoul ; that, ſteuggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd! Help, angels! make aſſay / 
Bow, flubborn knees; and heart, with ſtrings of ſteel, 
Be ſoft as finews of the new · born babe 


All was be > | K 
GENE, , Queen's Clhojet. | {6 
TIE Queen and Polonius. 
Pol. He will come Rrazght. Look, you lay homet to 


him: 

Tell bim, his pranks have deen too broad to bear with; 

And that your grace bath ſereen'd, and ſtood between 

Much heat and him. I'll filence me e 'en wore 

Pray you, be round with him. ut 
. n I hear him coming. * | 

t Mer EPolonius hides 1 
Far Hamlets: . 

Ham. Now, mother; what's the matter? 

Quten. Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much offended, 
Hau. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Aucen. emen came, you anſwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, ypw queſtion with a wicked tongue, 
Au cen. Why, bam now, Hamlet? 

Ham. What's the mattbr, now? 

Quecu. Have you forgot me 2. 

Ham. No, by the rood, not ſo: Gage | 
You are the queen, your huſband's brother's wife. 
And, would it were not ſo. !—you are my mother. 

Aus on, Nay, then I'll ſer thoſe to you that can ſpeak... 

Ham. Come, ne and Mn you _ vou ſhall not 

budge. 


Whees you may ſee the inmoſt — you. | 


— 


H A M IL E x. ory 


Queen. What wilt then 05/7" 1 wilt not murder 
me! 
Help, help, ho! f | a 
Pol. What, ho! help! [ Behind. 
Ham. How now, a rat Dead, for a dvcat, dead. 
[Hamlet frikes at Polonius broughthe arrass 
Pol. Oh, Tam flain 
Ques. Oh me, Arhat paſt thou done ? 
Ham. Nay, I know not: is it the king? 
Queen. On, what a raſh and bloody deed is this! 
Ham, A body deed ; almoſt as bad, good mother, 
As kill-a Kibg, and _ with his brot er. 
Aucen. As ki a king 
Ham. Ay, lady, rod aj word: — 
Thou wtetched, raſh, intrading fool, farewel ! 


When he bes it is Polonius. 


I took thee for thy better ; Hee thy fortune: 

Thou find'ſt, to be too buſy, is ſome danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands: peace, fit 1 down, 

And let me ring your heart: for ſo 1 h 

If it be made of pepetrebſe ſtuff; 

If damned cuftom-havte not braz'd | it fo, 

That tt is proof and bulwark againſt fenſe. 
Queen. Whut have 1 done, chou dau gy 

tongue 1 : 

In noiſe © Joe ab ion me? n 
Ham. Such an #&, | 14.1 

That blurs the grace and bluſhof mode 

Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes 

From the fair forehead of an invdcent love, 

And ſets a bliſter here; makes 1 


* 


it 1 


As falfe as dicers oaths; Oh, ſach a deed, . , _., 
As from the body of contrattion- plucks ANY 3 


The very ſou] : and ſweet religion makes | 
A rhapſcdy of words. Ah me, that act! 8 
Arcen. Ah me! what act, 5 
That roars ſo loud, and thunders in the index? 

Ham. Lock here upon this picture, and on this: 
The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers. ö 


See, what a grace was feated on this brow: 9 
Hyperion's curls; the front of Jove dimfelf; : 
An eye hke Mars, to threaten or command ; NE 


A ſtation, like the hetald Mercury PR. 
8 | 
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New Agen on a heaven-Kiſſing hill? 
A combination, and a form, indeed, | 
Where every god did ſeem to ſet his ſeals! “(/ 
To give the world aſſurance of a man: 

This Wes .your alasge per- kae A nous akon fob. 

e 

Here ; is your huſband; "like a mildert 8 a 

Blaſting bis wholefolne brother. Have you eyes 7 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And barten on this moor ? Ha, have you eyes? 

Vou cannot call it love; ; for, at your age, 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 

And waits upon the judgment; and what judgment 

Would ſtep from this to this? IF 

O ſpame! where is thy, bluſh, ?., Rebelli ous | hell, 05 

If thou canſt mutiny in a matron's . : 

To flaming youth let virtue be as: war, t 

And melt in her own fire. 1 
QAucen. O Hamlet! ſpeak no more; | Ky 

Thou turn'ſ mine eyes into my very ſoul. 
Ham, Nay, but to lire Ed ab oa 

In the rank ſweat of an inceſtuaus ben, b 0110 
Deen. No more, ſweet Hamlet. HAT 7 1 2 
Ham. A murderer, and a villain 7 8 

A flave, that is not twentieth part the dythe 8 

Of your precedent lord -a vice of king 

A cutpurſe of the empire and the rule; | 

That from a.ſhelf the precious diadem , 

And put it in his pocket! % 21 
' Leer Gboſt. 132 * 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, | . 
[Starting op. 
You heav oy guards st would, your gracious 

fi YEA 3 22 
Mo las, he's mad. F 311 & 
Ham. Do you not come your tardy ſon to alien, 

That laps'd in time and paſſion, lets go by a; 

Th? important acting of your dread command. 7. * 

O, ſay! 414 519324 : 
Gb! Do not forget; this ratios +; 10; Eb 

Js but to whet thy almſt blunted, purpoſe. ole, 

But, look! amazement en thy mother ſits; 

O, ſtep betiveen * and her fighting ſoul: 


4. * 
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Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſrongek Works, + 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 


7 Ham. How 1s't with you, lady! ? 
; Queen. Alas! how is't with you; 
K That thus you bend your eye on vacaney, 


And with th' incorp'ral air do hold diſcourſe? 

Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peep, 

And, as the ſleeping ſoldiers in th“ alarm, 

Your bedded hair, 

Starts up, and ſtands on end. O gentle ſon, 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diſtemper 

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 

Ham, On him! on him !—Look you, how pale ke 

lares! | 

His form — cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones, 

Would make them capable. Do not look on me; ; 

Leſt with this piteous action you convert 

My ſtern effe gs: then what I have to do 

W ill want true colour; tears, perchance, for blood, 

Qucen, To whom do you ſpeak this? ; 

Ham. Do you ſee nothing there? 

2uecen. Nothing at all; yet all, that is, I fee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing, but ourſelves, 

Ham. Why, look yu there | Look bow it  fleats 

„ als t 
My a- his habit as * ned! ne 
Look, where be goes, even now, out at the corral 1 
Exit Ghoſt. 
Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain: 
This bodileſs creation, eeſtaey | 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecſtaty ! i125 
My pulſe, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healthful muſic. It is not madneſs 
That | have uttered: bring me to the teſt, 

And I the matter will re-word ; which madneſs | 
Cannot do. Mother, for love of grace, 

Lay not that flattering unction to your ſoul, 
That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs, ſpeaks : 
It will but ſkin and film the ulcerous place; 
Whilf rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unſeen; Confeſs yourſelf to heaven; 
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Repent what's pal, avoid what is. to comm. 
Queen. Oli Iamler ! thou hait cleft my beart in 
_ twain. 
Ham. O, throw wks the werſer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night; but go not to mine uncle's bed; 
Aſſume a virtue, if you, have it Db ors 0 2 14% 
Once more, good night! 1 
And when you are den rous to be bleſt, b 
1'!] blefipg beg of v0. Fer this ſame ag” : 
(L oan/ing to- Polanina 
I do repent : but heaven hath pleasd i fo, 
To puniſh this with me, and me with this, 
That J muſt be their ſcourge and minitter, 
I N b 1 5 mo anſwer well 
T ath ve him. So again, good ht! 
I muſt be crucl, only to be kind; weinen : 
Thus bag begint'p and worſe remains behind. 
[Exit the Queen and Hamlet, 


ACT. IV. SCENE, 3 —— 
Enter King and Queen. | 
| HERE's matter in theſe: 5 you muſt 
King. — chem.” = Gy | 
How does Hamlet? 
Ducen, Mad as the ſeas . las, when beck contend 


' Which is the mightier. In his lawleſs fit, 
| Bebind the arras hearing ſomething ſtir, 


He wbips his rapier out, and cries, a rat! a rat! 

And, in this brainiſn «pprobenkos, kills * : 

The "unſeen good old man. | 
King. O heavy deed! 


4 4 


-It had been ſo with us, had we been there. 


Where is he gohe ® 
* To draw apart the body he hath ki 'd. 
ing. O, Geruude, come away! 

The ſun no ſooner ſhall the mountains touch, 

But we will ſhip him hence: and this vile deed 

We muſt, with all our majeſty and ſkill, 

Both coantenance and exeuſe.— Ho Guildeuſtern! 
Enter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. 

Friends both, go join you with ſome further aid. 

Hamlet in maggeſs hath Polonius flain, _ 

And from his mother's clefet hath he dragg'd him. 
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Gs ſeek him out; ſpeak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. Pray you, haſte in this. 
[ Exeunt Roſ. and Guild. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our u iſeſt friends, 
And let them know. both whar we mean to do, 
And * s untimely done. 
SCENE, another Room, 
Exer Hamlet. 

1 Safely fowed——Bat, foft—— 

Rof. Sc. within, Hamlet Lord Hamlet! 

Ham. What nciſe? who calls on Hamlet ? : 

Oh, here they come, 
Enter Roſeneraus and Guildenftern, | 

Ro /. 4 have you done, my lord, with the dead 

body ? 

Ham. 8 it with duſt, whereto *rs kin 

Roſ. Tell us where 'tis ; that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the chape]. ; 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ro/. Believe what? | 

Ham. That I can keep your counſel, and not mine 
own. Brides, to be demanded of a ſpunge ! ! what re- 
plication ſhould be made by the ſon of a king? 

. Rof, Take you me tor a ſpunge, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, Sir, that foaks up the king's countenance, 
his rewards, his authorities. But ſuch officers do the 
king beſt ſervice i in the end: he keeps them, like an 

apple, in the corner of his jaw; firſt mouth'd to be 
laſt ſwallow'd. When he needs what you have glean'd, 
it is but ſqueezing, you, and, ſpunge, you ſhall be 85 
a ain. ; 

2 I underſtand you not, my lord. 3. 

Ham. I am glad of it: a knaviſh ſpeech fleeps in a 
fooliſh ear. 

Reſ. My lord, you muſt tell us where the body 1 is, and 
go with us to the king, 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is not 
with the body. The king is a thing 

Guil, A thing, my lord ? 


Ham. Bring me to him. f Maas 
SCENE, 1 2 
Baie King. 


King. How dangerous is it, that this man goes > looſe? 
et muſt not we put the ſtrong law on him: 
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He's lov'd of the diſlracted multitude, 

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes: 

And where *%is fo, the cffender's ſcourge is weigh'd, 

But never the offence, To bear all ſmooth and eren, 

This ſudden ſending him away muſt ſeem 

Deliberate p uſe. Diſeaſes, deſperate grown, 

By de ſperate appliance are relicv'd, 

Or not at all, How now!? What hath befallen! 

nter. Roſencraus. 

Ro. Where the dead body is d my lord, we 
cannot get from him 

King. But where is he? | 

Ref. Without, my lord; eee to know your 

; pleaſure, =» 

King. Bring him 1 us. 

No/. Ho! Guildenſtern! bring 1 in my lord. 
1 Huter Hamlet and Guildenſtern. 
King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 

Ham. At ſopper. 5 = 

King, At ſupper? where? 2 : 

Ham, Not where he eats, but where he 1s St: 28 0 

certain convecation of politic worms are e'en at bim. N 
King. Where is Polonius? ! 
Ham. In heaven ; ſend thither to ſee, If your mel 

ſenger find him" not there, ſeek him i* the other place 

yourſelf, But, indeed, if you find him not within this 
month, you ſhall: noſe him as you go up the ſtairs into 
the lobby. ' 

King. Go ſeek him "Ay 

| "=! He will ſtay *till you come. 
King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine eſpecial ſafety, 

Therefore prepare thylelf; * 

For bark is ready, and the wind fits fair, 
or England? 0 
Ham. For England?) 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 
Ham, God. 

King. So is it if thou knew'ſt our purpoſes, 
Hum. I ſee a cherub, that ſees them.—But come, 

For England! Farewel, dear 1 | 
King, Thy loving father, Ham | 
Ham. My mother.—Father\and mother is man and 

vite ;' man and wife is one fleſh, and ſo farewel, my 

mother, Come, For England, 


— 


ATL $9 
King, Follow him; tempt him with ſpeed abroad; 
Away! for every thiog i is ſeal'd and done. 
[ Zæeunt Rof. and Guild, 
2 And, England, if my love thou hold'ſt at aught, 
Let it be teſtified in Hamlet's death, _. [ Exite 
,.-,"- SCENE, Elfnour. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 
- 9x en, | will not fpeak with her. 
| Ver. Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with ; for ſhe may 
'E ſtrov 
Dang rous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 
Queen, Let her come in. | [Exit Gent. 
og Enter Ophelia, | 
Oph. How Gould { your true love know 
| From ancther ane ? © 
By his cockle hat and flaff, | 
And by his ſandal Hoon. (Ringing: 
Puren, Alas, (weet lady; what imports this ſong? 
Oph. Say you? Nay, pray you mark. 
He is dead and gone, indy, to; 
| GT He is dead and gont ; 5 
| At his brad a green graft 2 
At his heels a flone. 
Enter — 2 [S448 

Aueen. Nay, but, Ophelia 
Opb. Pray you, mark. 

White his ſhroud as the mountain Show: 
Larded all with ſweet flowers ; 

Which bexwept to the grave did ge, | 
With true love ſhowers, 

King. How do you, preity lady? 

Oph. Well, God eld you'! They ſay, the owl was a 
baker's daughter. Lord, we know what. we _ but 
we know not what we may be. G 

Ring. Conceit upon her father. 

Ops. Pray, let us have no words of an; but when 
they aſk you what jt means, ſay you this: 

To- morriau 25 St. Valen ines day'- 
All in the morn betime, 
And La maid @t your wvindow, 
Fo be your Valentine. 
King. Petty Ophelia! 
Ore: Indeed, without an oath, L'II makes an end on 12 


3 
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34 baſtard; N 5 
Cries cuckold to my "Far — a dane 
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Dorn up be roſe, and don d his Hloaths, F 


Aud op bis chamber door; GER 
Te in ibe maid, that out a maid | EY T 
* 1 » Newir deparied more, 1 
Eine. How long has ſhe been chor ei n It awed 1 


Ob. I hope all will be well. We uſt be patient: IL. 
but | cancet chuſe but weep, tothiok, they mould lay I \ 
him i' the cold ground : my. brother mall Know of it, 
an ſo Ithank v on for your” e dcοονν]fẽ,ttr Come my 


coach! Good night, ladies; good night, ſwest! Jies ; ! 
2 night, good night, : {Exe 
| King. Follow her loſe; ; give ber good watch, | pray 
: you. oy 8 Horatio. | 
Oh! tis ic we poiſon of & ; it ſptings 
All from her father's Geaths 2 1 * n 
[4 noiſe Within, 
| 3 nene, | 
Kg. What is the matter? 55 W 
Gen. Save yourſelf, m lord l e | 
vs Laertes, in bee, „A 


 Ofer-bears your officers. Tue rabble cal Him lord: 
They cry, Chuſe we Laertes for our kin 33 
Caps, hands, and tongues; applaud it to x e clouds; "ok 
| Laertes ſhall be kings A king! | 
—_ ohe within 
La r. (within) Where i 18 «che king 2—S; rs, Randy cu + 
all wichout. ne r in Mu cnt | 


* 


33 O, thou vile king, Wer OOO 
Gire me my father. a55-40, 9 an 1M 
Queen. Calmly, good Lagres, i oh . 


Aar That drop of blood thats cal, roclme m me 


Ev'n here, between the cha de Ufritrohed br 
Of wy true mother. 
King. What is the enk, K K d Mk en 


Thai he rebell.on lo ks 40 giant-ike ? 2 
Let him go, Gertrude; do not ſcar our perfn; $55 


There's ſuch divinity doth h 2 aps oh 


That treaſon can but peep to what it 


Laer. Where is my father 7 E 3 
King. Dead. e 5 5 
A Bat not by. him, | | 


ts 


. 
I A 
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King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came: be dead! ? J'il not be juggled with: 
To hell, a! liebe! vous to the blackeſt devil! 
To this point I ſtand. | 
That both tire worlds [ give to vegligence, 


Let come, what comes; only I'll be reveng'd 


Moſt thoroughly tor my father, 

King. Who ſhall Ray you ? 

Laer. My, wall, not all the 3 a 
And for my meats. Pt huſband them ſo well, 
They ſhall go far wi h little, 

King, Will you, in revenge of your . 

Dear Picker s death, 
Deſtroy both friend and foe? 

Laer. None but his enemies... 

King. Will you koow them, then? 

Leer. To his good friends thus wide Plt ope my arms, 


| And, like, the kind life-rendiog peiitan, - 


Relieve them with my blood. a 
King, Why, now.you ſpeak _ + & 

Like a true gentleman, 

That I am guviltlefs of your father” $, deaths. 

And am moſt ſenſible in grief, for it. 22 


It ſhalt as level to your judgipent lie, 


Ae day does to your eye. 
(Viibin,.) Ob, poor W let * come ia. 41 4 
Laer. Yow now !, what noiſe is that ? 

Enter Ophelia, fantaſtically arcſed with flraws gud 

wers. 4 

O roſe of May! dear maid, kind ſiſter, ſweet Ophelia! a 

O heav*ns ! is' poſſible a young maid” axis. >; p 

Should be as mortal as a ſick man's life? 
Oph. They borg hin darefa d on, the; Luer, 

Ani on bis grave rain 4 rar a ear. 

Laer. Hadit thou thy wits, and didit prrjuacs revenge, | 

It could not move th | 

Oph. You uf Jing. dewn-a doaun, an you call Sims as 

One 1, 

O how the wheel becomes it! it is the falſe ſleward 
that ſtole his maſter's daughter. 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter, 

| Opb. There's roſemary, that's ſor remembrance, 

Pray you, love, remember. And there's panſies, that's 

for thoughts, - | 


e e 
Laer. A document in madneſs ; thoughts and re- 
membrance fitted. eee + 
Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines : there's 
rue for you, and here's ſome for me: — we may call it 
herb of grace o Sundays. You may wear yaur rue with 
a difference. There's a daiſy ;—I would give you ſome 
violets, but they withered all when my father died.— 
They ſay, he made a good end 
For bonny faviet Robin is all my joy © 
Laer. Thought and afflition, paſſion, hell itſelf, ſhe . 
turns to favour, and to prettineſs. _ 27 0 
Oph. And will he not come again? 
| And will he nat come again? 
No, no, he is dead, tn 
Go to thy dtath. bed. 
He never will come again. 
His beard was dubite as ſnow, 
Hl flaxen was his n 


, 


He in gone, he is gone, 
And abe caſt away moan, "WITT 
And peace bewith his ſoul, andlaunb all lovers ſculi. (Exit, 


King. Laertes, I myſt ſhare in your grief, 
Or you deny me right. Go but a- part. 
Make choice of whom your wiſeſt {riends you will, 
And they ſhall hear and judge *wwixt you and me. 
If by direct or by collat'ral hand 1 


hey find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 
To you in ſatis faction: but if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we mall jointly labour with your ſoul, 
To give it aten 
Laer. Let this be fo, ', 
His means of death, his obſcure funeral, 
No trophy, ſword, nor haichment o'er his bones, 
No noble right, nor formal oſtentation, | 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heav'n to earth, 
That T muſt call't in queſtion. | 
King, So you ſhall ; 5 | 
And where th' offence is, let the great axe fall. : 
I pray you gowith me. 1 IExeunt. 
5 SCENE, another Room. 9 
| Enter Horatio, wwith a Gentleman, 
I Hor. What are they that would ſpeak with me? 


I ſhould be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 


To him from whom you brought them. [En 
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Gent. Sa: lors, Sir. They ſay, they have letters for y on. 
Hor. Let them come in. 


I do not know from what part of the world 


| Enter tao Sailors. 
1 Sail. Save you, Sir. | 
2 Sail. Here are letters for you, Sir; if your name be 
Horatio, as we are in form'd it is. 
Horatio reads the letter. 2 

0 HORATT, O, when thou Halt have ovutriont'd this, give 
theſe Felloaus fome means to the king * "they haws letters for 
him. Ere cue were two days old a' fea, a"pirate of very 

avarliks appointment gad us chace. Finding ourſelves too 
/low o of ail, we put on a compelled walour, and rn the graę- 
ple I oarded them : on the in/iant they got clear of our ſhip, 
fo T alone became their prifoner. They have dealt with me 
like thieves of mei cy; but they knewv what they did; I am ts 
do a good turn for them, Let the King have the letters I 
hae ſent, and re gt thou to me with as much haſte as thou 
<vouldefl fly dearth, I have words to ſpeak in thy ear awill 
mate ther dunb ; yet they are much tao light for the bore of 
the matter. Theſe god fellows will b. ing > thee where I am. j 
Roſencraus and Guildenſiern hold their courſe Yor E "gland. 1 
Of them 1 have mu h to tell thee. Fare wel. 1 

He that thou knowe/f hin \ Hamlet, 

Come, I will make you way for theſe your letters; os 
And do't the 1; peedier, that you may dire& me 


Entr King and Laertes. 

King. Now mult ; our conſcience my acquittance ſeal, 
And you muſt put me in your heart for friend 
Since you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he, which hath your noble father lain, 
Purſu'd my life. 

Laer. It well appears. — But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againſt theſe crimes, 
So capital in nature: i 

King. O, for two ſpecial reafons ; + bs i} 
Which may to you, perhaps, ſeem much unſinew” d, 
And yet to me are firong. The queen, his mother, 
Lives almoſt by his looks: i 
The other motive, 5 \ 
Why to a Co count I mighe not go, 
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Ie, the great love the people bear him; 
W ho, dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Would, like the (ſpring that turneth wood to ſlone, 
Convert his gyves to graces. FS. 
Laer And ſo have Ia noble father loſt ; 
A litter driven into deſp'rate terms; 
Who has, if praiſes may go back again, 
Stood challenger of mount on all the age, 
For her perfections: but my revenge will come. 
King. Break not yourſleep for that. You muſt not think, 
That we are made of ſtuff ſo flat and dull, 
That we can let our beard be ſhook with danger, 
And think it paſtime, You ſhortly ſhall hear more, 
T lov'd xour father, aud we love ourſelf. : 
How now ? what news? 
; Enter a Gentleman. 
Gent. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet. 
Thee to your majeſty:— this to the queen. : 
King. From Hamlet! Who brought them? ( 
Gent. Sailors, my lord. | | 
King. Laertes, you ſhall hear them ;—leave uus. 
: ; | . [ Exit Gente 
HIGH and mighty, you Hall know, I am ſes naked on 
your kingdom. To-morrow fhall I beg le ve to ſee ycur 
kingly cye'. When I ſhall, firfl aſking your pardon tbereunto, 
recount ike occaſion of my ſudd:n and m ſtrange return. 
| | Hamlet. 
What ſhauld this mean ? Are all the reſt come back ? 
Or is it ſome abuſe, and no ſuch thivg ? 
Laer. Know you the hand ? | 
King. lis Hamlet's character. Noktd! 
Aud, in a poſſſcript here, he ſays, alone; 
Can you adviſe me? 1 
Laer. I am loſt in it, my lord. But let him come; 
It warms the very ſickneſs in my beart, 
* That | ſha!l live and teil him to bis teeth, 
Thus diddrfi thou. | 
King. It ic be fo, Laertes, 
Will you be rul'd by me? 
Laer. Ay, my lord; | | 
So you will not o'er-rule me to a peac”, | 
King, To thine own peace. If he be now return'd, 
As liking not bis voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, I will work him 
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To an exploit now ripe in my device, 
Under the which he ſhall not chooſe but fall : 


And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breathe ; 3 | 1 
Bur ev'n his mother ſhall uncharge the e. 4 
And call it accident. 

Laer. [My lord, I will be rul'd, 
The rather, if you cou'd deviſe it ſo, 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. b 
You have been talk'd of fince your travel much, | E 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality : 

Wherein, they ſay, you ſhine. HIS 4 i 
. Laer. What part is that, my lord? 6 

King. A very feather in the cap of youth, = 
Vet needtul too: j 
Two months fince, 

Here was a gentleman of Normandy.— 

He a ec nfeſſion of you; 

And gave you ſuch a maſte ly report, 

For art and exerciſe in your de fence, 

And for your rapier meſt eſpecial, 

That he cried but, Tuould be a fight indeed, 
If one could match you. The fencers of their nation, 
He ſwore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you op o diem. Sir; thi; report of his, 
Did Hamlet ſo envenom with his envy, ' 
That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
Your ſudden coming o'er, to play with him, 
Now out of this.. 

Laer. What out of this, my lord? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the paiming of a forrow , 

A face without a heart ? 

La r. Why aſk you this? 

King. Not that I think you did not love your father; 
But Hamlet comes back; what would you undertake 
To ſhew yourſelf your fath-r's ſon 1 in deed 
More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his throat Y th* church. 

King. No place, indeed, ſhould murder ſanctuarize, 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds, But, good Laertes, 
Will you do this? Keep cloſe within your chamber: 
Hamlet, return d, 2 know you are come home: 

2 


| 
' 
= 
: 
| 
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We'll put on thoſe mall praiſe your excellence, 
And ſet a double varniſh on the fame 


The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, rogetief, 


And wager on your hands, He being remils, 

Mc it generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not peruſe the foile ; ſo that with eaſe, 

Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chooſe _ 

A ſword unbated, and in a paſs of practice, 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do't: 

And for the purpoſe VI! anoipt my INE 
bought an unction of a mountebank, 

So morta , that but dip a knife in it, 

Where it draws blood? no cataplaſm ſo rare, 
Collected from all ſimples that have virtue, 
Under the moon, can ſave the thing fram death, 
That is bur fcratch'd withal ; I'll touch my point 
With this contagion; that, if 1 gall him flightly, 
It may be death. 

King, Let's farther think of this : 
Weigh, what convenience bcth of time and mens 
May fit us to our ſnape.— 
J ha't: 
When in your motion you are hot and . 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end) 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him 
A chalice for the purpoſe: whereon but ſipping, 
If he by chance eſcape your venom'd ſword, 
It ſhall be death. | 
Enter Queen. 


ueen, One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 


80 faſt they follow: your fiſter's drown'd, Laertes. 


Larr. Drown'd | oh, where? 

Qucen. There is a willow grows aſlant a brook, 
That thows bis hoar leaves in the glaſſy ſtream: 
There with fantaſtic arlands did ſne come, 

Of erow- flowers, nettles, daifies, and long purples, 
There on the pendant bou ghs, here coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious ſliver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies and herſelf 

Fell in the weeping brook ! 


Lacr. Too much of water haſt thou, poor Ophelia, 


And therefoie 1 forbid my tears. But yet 
Ii is our trick: : nature her cuſtom holds, 
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Let ſhame ſay what t will.” aa theſe are gone, | 
The w man will be out. Adieu, my lord ! . 
I have a ſpeech of fire, tha fata Would blaze, 


But that this foly dens it. , [Zxit, 


King, F ollow, Gerirude : 
How much had I to du to calm his rage! 
Now fear I, this will give it ſtart again 
Therefore let's follow. [ Exornt. 


- 4 
_—_ 


ACT SENS Sd Church-yard, 
h | Enter two Grave-diggers, with /pades, fe, 
1 Grave-digger, F ſhe to be buried in chriſtian bu- 
| rial, that wiltully ſeeks her own 
ſalvarion ? | WM 


2 Gr, I tell thee, ſhe is; therefore, make her grave 


ſtraight. The crowner bath ſate on her, and finds it 
chritian burial. . 
1 Er. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drown'd herſelf in 
her own defence ? 
2 Gr, Why, 'tis found ſo. EDT 

1 Gr, It muſt be /e ef endende, it cannot be elſe, Fr 
here lies the point if I drowa myſelf wiitingly, it ar- 
gues an act, and an act hath three branches ; it is to act, 


to do, and to perform. Aigai,ſhe drown'd nerfelt wittingly. | 


2 Gr. Nay, but hear you, g-odinan Delver, 

1 Gr, Give me l:ave, Here lies the water; good: 
here ſtands the man; good. If the man go to this wa- 
ter, and diown himſelf, it is, will he, vill he, he goss; 
mark you that; but if the water come 1@ him, and 
drown him, he drown not himſelf. Argal, be that is 
not guilty of his own death, ſhortens not his own life. 

2 Gr, But, is this law? 

i Gr, Ay, marry is't, crowner's queſt-law, 

2 Gr, Will you ha? the truth on't ? If this had not 
been a gentlewoman, ſhe would have been buricd out 
of chriſſian burial. - | | 
1 Gr. Why, there thou ſay'ſt. And the more pity, 
that great folk ſhould have countenance in this world te 
drown or hang themſelves, more thin their even chriſ- 
tian. Come, my ſpade. There is no ancient gentle- 
men but gardeners, ditches, and grave-makers ; they 
hold up Adam's proſeſſion. 1 
2 Gr. Was he a gentleman ? 

F 3 
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1 Gr. He was the firſt that ever bore arms. 

«2 Gr. Why, he had none. 

% I Gr. What, art a heathen ? How doſt thou un- 
4% derfland the ſcripture? The ſcripture ſays, Adam 
«© digg'd; how could he dig without arms?“ I'll put 
another queſticn to thee ; if thou anſwereſt me not to the 
purpoſe, confeſs thy 7 
2 Er. Go to. 

1 Gr, What is he that builds 1 either the 
3 the ſhipwright, or the carpenter? 

2 Gr. The gallows-maker ; ; for that frame outlives a 


thouſand tenants. 


1 Gr, LI like thy wit well, in yood faith ; the gallows 
does well; but how does it well? It dees well to thoſe | 


__ that de ill: now thou doſt ill, to ſay the gallows is 


built ſtronger than the church; argal, the gallows may 
do well to thee, To't again, come. 

2 Gr. Who builds ſtronger than a maſon, a ſhip- 
wright, or a carpenter ?.—— | 

1 Gr, Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Gr, Marry, now 1 can tell. 

1 Gr. Toꝰt. 

2 Gr, Maſs. I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio at Diſtanee. 

1 Er. Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for your 
dull aſs will nat mend his pace with beating: and, when 
you are aſked this queſtion next, ſay, a grave- -maker, _ 
The bouſes he makes laſt *till doomſday, Go, and 
lth me a ſtoup of liquor. | [Exit 2 Gr, 
a Ne digs and ſings. 

Is youth abtun 1 did lowe, did lowe, 
Methought it was wery ſweet ; 
To contract, oh, the time for, ah, my behave, 
Ob, me thought there was nothing ſo meet. 
Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his beinen, that 
be 11585 at grave- making? 
- Cuſtom bath made it to 110 a property of 


; | . G 


Ham is e'en ſa. The hand of lictle employment 
bath the dantier ſenſe. 
| i Grave-digper ſings, 
But age, with his ftcaling fleps, 
 tHath clagu'd me in bis clutch: 
And hath 1 77 mme inta the land, 
As if bad ve vir been /uch, 
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Ham. That ikull had a tongue in it, and could fing 
once ; how the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it 
were Cain's jaw- bene, that did the firſt murder! This 
might be the pate of a politician, might it not? 

Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham · Did theſe bones coſt no more the breeding, but 
to play at loggers with em? Mine ache to think on't. 

1 Grave-dizger ſiogs. 
A pickaxe and a ſpade, a ſpade, 
For and a ſhrouding ſpect ! 
O, a pil of clay for to be made, 
For ſuch a gueſt is meet, 

Ham, There's ano:her. Why may not that be the 
ſcull of a lawyer? Where be his quiddits now, bis quil- 
lets, his caſes, his tenures, and his tricks? Why does he 
ſuffer this rude knave now to knock him about. the 
ſconce with a dirty ſhovel, and will not tell him of his 
action of battery? T1 will ſpeak to this fellow. Whoſe 
grave's this, firrah ? 

1 Gr, Mine, Sir —— 

O, a pit of clay for to be made, 
For ſuch a gueſt is meet. 

Ham, I think it de thine, indeed, for thou lieſt in't. 

1 Gr, You lie oat on'r, Sir; and therefore i it is not 
yours ; for my part, I do not lie in t, yet it is mine. | 

Hum. Thou doſt lie in't, to be in't, and ſay, *tis 
thine ; 'tis for the dead, not for the quick, therefore 


thou lieſt. 
i Gr, Tis a quick lie, Sir; *twill again from me to 
ou. 
. Ham. What man doſt thou dig i it for ? 
1 Gr. For no man, Sir. 
Ham. What woman, then? 
1 Er. For none neither. 
Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 
1 Gr. One that was a women, Sir ; but, reſt her ſoul, 
| ſhe's. dead. 
Ham, How abſolute the kay is? We mo ſpeak 
hy the card, or equivocation will undo us. How long 
Haſt thou boon a grave-maker. 

1 Gr. Of all the days i th? year, I came to't that day 
'that our laſt king Hamlet o'ercome Fortinbras. a 
Ham, How long is that ſince? 

1 oO Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell that, 
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It was that very day that young Hamlet was born, h 
that Was mad, and ſent ivto England, Lo 

Ham, Ay, marry, why was he ſent into England? 

1 Gr, Why, becauſe he was mad; be ſhall recover 
his wits there; or, if he do not, it's no great matter 
there, _ 

Ham. Why? 


1 Gr. Twill not be ſeen in him; there the men are 
as mad as he. 8 2 4 os 


Ham. How came he mad t 

1 Gr. Very flrangely, they ſay. 

Ham. How ſtrangely ? ; 

1 Gr. *Faith, e'en with loſing his wits, 

Ham. Upon what ground ? | 

1 Gr. Why, here in Denmark, I have bcen ſcxton 
here, man and boy, thi: ty years. "= 

Ham.” How long will a man lie i' th? earth cre he rot? 
1 Gr. I'faith, if he be not rotten before he die, he 
will laſt you ſome eight year, or nine year: a tanner 
will laſt you nine yeafs. 
Hum. Why he more than another? 
1 Gr, Why, Sir, his hide is fo tann'd with his trade, 
that he will keep out water a great while ; and your 
water is a ſore decayer of your whoreſon dead body, 
Here's a ſcull, now, has lain in the earih three-and- 


twenty years. 


Ham. Whoſe was it ? | 

1 Gr. A whoreſon mad fellow's it was. Whoſe do 
you think it was ? | | 

Ham, Nay, I know not. 3 

i Er. A peſtilence du him for a mad rogue ! he 
pour'd a flaggdn of Rheniſh on my head once. This 
fame ſcull, Sir, was Yorick's ſcull, the king's jeſter. 

Ham, This? | | 

1 Gr, E'en that. ; 

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick ! I knew him, Horatio; a 


| fellow of infinite jeſt ; of moſt excellent fancy; he hath 


borne me on his back a thouſand times. Here hung 


thoſe lips, that I have kiſs'd I know not how oft. 
Where be your gibes now? your gambols ? your ſongs? - 


your flaſhes of mernment, that were wont to ſet the 
table in a roar ? .not one now, to mock your own grin- 
ning ? quite chap-fallen? Now get you to my lady's 
ch imber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to 
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this favour ſhe guſt come; make her laugh at that.— 
P. ther, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. What's that, my lord ? 

Ham. Doſt thou think Alexander look'd o this 6 
i' the earth? 5 

Hor. E'en ſo; 

Ham. And ſmelt ſo? RET] 
Hor. E'en fo, my lord. 

Ham To what baſe ulgs, we may-return, Horatio ! 
"Why may. not the imagination trace the noble duſt of 
Alexander, till he find it Gopping a bung- hole? 

Har; Lwetre to conſider too curiouſly, to conſider ſo. 

"Ham. N o, 'fai h, not a jot: but to follow bim thither 
with modeſty enough, and likelihood to lead it: as 
thus; Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alex- 
ander returneth to duſt; the duſt is ear h; of carth we 
moke loam ; and why of that loam, whereto. he was 
2 wight they not op à beer - barrel? 

. Imperial.Czfar; dead and turn'd to clay, 

Might top a bole to kerp the wind away. 

Oh, that $244 earth. which kept the we ld i in abe, 

Should patch a wall Cexpel — winter'e flaw ! 
But ſoft ! but ſoit, awhile—Here comes the-king. 
Euter King, Queen, Laertes, the corgſe of Opheha, 

e Lords and Priefts atreuding. 

The queen apd all the court, Who's that they b. los, 
And with ſuch mai med rites? This doth betoken, f 
The co: ple they follow, did with dgſp'rate hand 
Deſtroy its own life. It was of ſome eitate ; 
Stand by a while, and mark. | 

Laer What ceremony elle 2 | 

Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble youth. TRE: 

Laer. What e remony elle ? 

Prizf. Her obſequies have been ſo far enlarg'd 
.Aswe have warran xy; ber death was doub:ful, 
And, but that.grgat command o'eriways the order, 
She ſhon!d in ground unſanctified have lodg'd 
For charitable prayers, fiints, and e ſhould be 

thrown on her; 

Vet here ſhe is allow'd her virgin 8 
Her meiden firewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial, 

Laer. Muſt there no more be done? 
Prigſt. No more! 5 
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We ſhould profane the ſervice of the dead, 
Tc fing a requiem, and ſuch reſt to her 
As to peace-paried ſouls. 

Laer. Lay her i' the earth; | f 
And from her fair and unpolluted fleſh  _. 
May violets ſpring ! I tell thee, churliſh prieſt, 
A miniſtring angel ſhall my ſiſter be, | 
When thou lieſt howliog. "ap 
Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! | 
2. Sweets to the ſweet, farewel! [Scattering flo uri. 


I hop'd, thou ſhould ſt have been my Hamlet's wife; A 
I thought, thy bride-bed to have deck'd, ſweet maid, / 
Ad not have ſtrew'd thy grave. 1 
| Laer. O, treble woe | 
Fall ten times treble on that curſed head, 
'Whoſe wicked deed thy moſt ingenious ſenſe 
Depriv'd thee of ! Hold off the earth a-while, 

Till I have caught her once more in my arms. 

| B [L aertes „abs into the grave. 

Now pile your duſt upon the quick and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 

T? ober. top old Pelion, or the ſkyiſh head 

Of blue Olympus. | 5 . 

Ham. [diſcovering himſelf} What is he, whoſe grief 
Bears ſuch an empbaſis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjures the wand'ring ſtars, and makes them ſtand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I, | 
Hamlet the Dane. [Hamlet aps into the grave, 

Laer. Perdition catch thee ; [Grapling with him, 

Ham, Thou pray'ſt not well, | 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat; 

For, though I am not ſplenetive and raſh, 
Yet I have in me ſomething dangerous, 
Which let thy wiſdom fear. Hold off thy hand. 

King. Pſuck them aſunder. [The attendan's pert them, 
Ham, Why I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Unt'l my eye-lids will no longer wag. + Ws 

Que u. Oh, my fon! what theme ? 

Ham, I lov'd Ophelia; forty thouſand brothers 
Cou'd not, with all their quantity of love, 

Make up my ſum, What wilt thou do for her? 

King. O, he is mad, Laertes. | 

Ham. Come, ſhew me what thoul't do. 

Woo t weep? woo't fight? woo't faſt? woo't tear thyſelf? 
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Woo'tdrink up Efil ? eat a crocodile ? 
I'll do't. —— Daft thou come here to whine ? 
To out-face me with leaping in her grave? 
Be buried quick with her; ard fo ill I: 
And if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us; till our ground, 
Singeing his pate againſt the torrid zone, 
Make Offa like a wart ! Nay, an thoul't mouth, 
Ti rant as well as thou, 

Queen. This is mere madneſs : 
And thus a-while the fit will work on him : 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
When that her golden complets are diſclos'd, 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, Sir ; —— 
What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 
I lov'd you ever: but it is no matter 
Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 


C4 


X. I pray you, good Horatio, wait upon him. [ Ex. Hor. 
Strengthen your patience in our laſt night's ſpeech, ¶ To La 
We'll put the matter to the preſent puſh — 
Good Gertrude, ſet ſome watch over your ſon. 

This grave ſh.Il have a living monument. [Excuxt, 
SCENE, a Hall ia the Palace. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 
Ham. So much for this, Sir. 
You do remember all the circumſtance ? 
Hor, Remember it, my lord — 
Enter Oſrick. K | 
OF: Your lordſhip is right welcome back to Denmark. 
Ham. I humbly thank you, Sir. Doſt know this 
ware fly ? | 
Hor, No, my good lord. | 
Ham. Thy flate is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice 
to know him. | ; | 
OJ. Sweet lord, if your I-rdſhip were at leiſure, I 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his majeſty, 
Han. Iwill receive it with all diligence of ſpirit, 
Your bonnet to his right uſe, *ts for the head, 
Of. 1 thank your lordſhip, 'tis very hot. 
Ham. Ne, believe me, *tis very cold; the wind is 
northerly _. 8 | 
Of: It is iadifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 


The cat will mew, the dog will have his day. F[Exir, 


» 


" HAMLET. 1 
Han. But yet, methinks, it is very ſultry, and hot for 


my complexiond : | | je 
/. Exceedirgly, my lord. It is very ſultry—as fo 
*twere—'1 cannot tell how. My lord, his majeſty bid he 
me ſignify to you, that he has laid a great wager on your 1 
head. Sir, this is the matter ; 
Ham. I beſeech you, remember | 
4  - [Hamlet mow him td put on his hat. 
i | O/. Nay, in good faith. For mine eaſe, In good 
| faith.— [Sir, here is newly come to court Laertes ; be- 
| lieve me, an abſolute gentleman, full of moſt excellent 1 
differences, of very foft ſociety, and great ſhewing in- © 


deed, to ſpeak feelingly of him, be is the card or calen- 2 
| dar of gentry ; for you ſhall find in him the ſubſtance of 
. what part a gentleman would ſee. 5 
1 Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentlemaa? 
| O/. Of Laertes? | N | | 
| . Ham. Of him, Sir. 5 of | 
O. You are not ignorant of what excellence Laert*s is. 
Ham. I dare not confeſs that, leſt J ſhould compa e 
| with him in excellence: but to know a man well, were 
| to know himfelf; 
| % Lmean, Sir, for his weapon. = 34 
j Han. What's his weapon? £ reed | 
| | /. Single rapier. The king, Sir, hath wag'd with Fl 
ö him fix Barbary horſes, againſt the which he has im- 
| pawn'd, as I take it, fix French rapiers and poniards, 
| with their aſſigns, as girdle, hangers, and ſo. Three of 
| the carriages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, very rel: 
| onſive to the hilts ; moſt delicate car1iages, and of very 
iberal conceit. . Hy. "I< 
| Ham. What call you the carriages ? 
. /. The carriages, Sir, are the hangers. 
| Ham. The phraſe would be more germane to the 
matter, if we could carry cannon by our ſides ; I would 
it might be 1 till then. But, on: ſix Barbary 
- horſes againſt fix French ſwords, their aſſigns, and three 
liberal conceited carriages ; that's the French bet againſt: 
the Daniſh. Why. is this impawn'd, as you call it ? 
O/. The king, Sir, hath laid, that in a dozen paſſes 
between yourſelf and him, he ſhall not exceed you three 
hits; he hath laid on twelve for nine; and it would 
come to immediate trial, if your lordſhip would vouch- 
ſafe ti:e anſwer, | 
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Ham. How, if I anſwer, no? 5 vey 
Of. I mean, my lord, the oppoſition of your perfon in 
Ham. Sir, I walk here in the hall. If it pleaſe his ma- 

jeſty, tis the breathing time of day with me; let the 


foils be brought, the gentteman willing, wn the kipg 
hold his purpoſe, I will win for ace od 640 can: if not, 


I'll gain nothing but my ſhame, and tt hits. 

G Shall 1 defiver you'fo ? 1e will. 

Ham. To this effect, Sir, after what flouriſſr your na- 

Of. I commend my duty to your N 3 Lt: 

Hor. Vou will looſe this wager, my lor | 

Ham. I do not think ſo. Since he went into France, 
J have been in continual practice: I ſhall win at the 
odds. But thou 'wouldft not think bow ill all's Fr 
about my heart. But it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, my good lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery; but it Is fuch a kind of x gain 
giving as would, perhaps, trouble a woman, 

Hor. If your mind diſlike any thing, obey it. 1 will 
foreſtall their repair hithet, and fay you are not . 
Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury. 5 
Scene diſcovers King, Queen, Laertes, and Lord, one. | 

with ather Attendants, with foils, Sec. | 
K. Come, Hamlet, come, apd take this hand from 57 


King puts the band of Laertes u the hand of Ham St. 


H. Give me your pardon, Sir. F have done you rote | 
But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. | 
This preſenee knows, and you muſt needs have heard, | 
How J am punith'd with a fore diſtratiovs 
What I have done, eel 
That might your nature, honour, ind 2 72 g 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madne | 
Let my diſclaiming from a purpos devil, 

Free me ſo far in your moſt gen "rous thoughts, 
That J have ſhot mine arrow o'er the houſe, 19 
And hurt my brother. 1 8 

Laer. I am ſatisfied i in nature, To 
Whoſe motive, in this caſe, ſhould ſtir me mot 
To my revenge. 

I do receive your offer'd tore like lone, ; EEE 
And will not wrong it. FFF 


Han. e 5 deen. 
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And will this brother's wager r . 
Give us the foils. 
Laer. Come, one for me. 
Ham. I'Il be your foil, Laertes ; in mine morenTs oF 
Your ſkill Mall, like a ſtar P th darkeſt night, appear. 
Laer. You mock me, Sir. 
Ham. No, on my honour, [Hamlet, 
King. Give them the foils, young | Qinck. Couſin 
You know te wager. ts 
Ham. Well, my lord; 
Your grace hath laid the odds o th beer de, 
King. I do not fear it, I have ſeen you both: 
But ſinee he's better d, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me ſee another. 
Ham. This likes me well. 10 foils have all a 
r hey prepare to play. 
Of. Ay, wy good lord. | + bb : e 6 
Ning. Give me a bowl of wine i 
11 Hamlet gives the firſt or ſecond hit, 1 19 855 6 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 5 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire! 
The king ſhall drink to Hamler's better breath, 
Andin the cup an onyx ſhall he drop, 
Richer that that which four ſucceſſive kings | 
In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cups; 
And let the kettle to the trumpets ſpeak, EY 
The trumpets to the cannoneer without, | _ 
The cannons to the heav'ns, the heav'ns to earth. 
Now the — drinks ta Hamlet. — [ Flouriſ. Come, 
egin. 
And you the judges bear a wary we 
Ham, Come on, Sir. 4 
Laer. Come, my lord. [ They play. 
Ham. One, | | i: : 
Laer. Ne. | 
Ham. Judgment. 
Of. A hit, a very palpable bit. 
Laer, Well. —again 
X. Stay, give me dlink. Hamlet, this pearl! 3s thine, 
Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. [T rumpets ſound.” 
Ham. I'V play this bout firſt, Ser it by a-while, 


[They plays 


Come. Another hit. Whit ſay you ? 
Laer. A neh, . I do confeſs, 
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King. Our ſon ſhall win. 55 
Queen, The queen ſalutes thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam 
King, Gertrude, do not drink—— | 
Queen. I have, my lord :—I pray you pardon me, 
King. It is the poiſoned cup. It is too late. [ Ade. 
Ham, I dare not drink yet, Madam. By and by. wy 
Laer. I'll hit him now. SIS EEE 
And yetit is almoſt againſt my conſcience. [All. 
Ham. Come, for the third, Laeries. You but dally; 
I pray you, paſs with your beſt violence; | 
J am afraid, you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you ſo? come on. 
| {[Laertes wounds Hamlet, then, in ſcufling, they change 
rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes. | 
King. Part them, they are incens'd. [The Queen falls, 
Hor. How is it, my lord ? | | 
O/. How is't, Laertes ? | 
Laer. Why, as a woodcock to mine own ſpringe, 
I'm juſtly kill'd with mine own treachery. [Ofrick. 
Ham. How does the queen? A 
King. She ſwoons to ſee t hem bleed, 
Queen. No, no, the drink, the drinx 
Oh, my dear Hamlet! — The drink, the drink =— + 
1 am poiſoned | 8 - TThe Queen diet. 
Ham. O villainy ! ho! let the door be lock d: 
) Treacherv ! ſeek it ou. | 
Laer. It is here, Hamlet. Hamlet, thou art ſlain. 
No med'cine in the world can do thee good, 
In thee there is not half an hour of life; 
The treach'rous inſtrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated and envenom'd. The foul practice 
Hath turn'd itielf on me. Lo, here I lie, 
Never to rife again. —-Thy mother's poiſon'd, 
I can no more— The king—the king's to blame, 
Ham, The point envenom'd too ? 


Then, venom, do thy work. Stabs the King, 
| Here, thou inceſtous, murd'rous, damn'd Dane, 
Follow my mother. [King dies. 


Laer. He is juftly ſerv'd. 
It is a poiſon temper'd by himſelf, 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet; 
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= Mioe and my father's death come nat on thee, y 
= Nor thige on me | + | Du:. 
1 Ham. Heav'n make thee free of it. 1 follow thee. 
B Wretched Queen, farewel! | 
KUO You, that laok pale, and tremble at this chance, 
l ht are but mutes or audienge 10 this at, 5 
„ Had I hut time (as this fell ſerjeant death 8 
Wt f — ſtri& in bis arreſt) oh, I cou tell A 
1 But let ĩt be—Hutgtio,: Jam dy FS. 
| u liv'ſt, report me , EY Os 
1 To the unſatisfi MA 
3 Hor. Never believe! it, 4 ; 
YM I'm more an antique Roman than 8 a Dae. 
1 Here's yet ſome Hauor left. [EN | 
= Ham. As thou'rt a man, . 
| + Se cup. Let go; by bear's Fil bare! Mr 7, 
5 b, good Hcratis, what a wounded name, | 
E |. biogs ſtanding thüs unknown, ſhall live behind me! 
| It theu didſt ever hold me in thy hear, 
Abſent thee from felieiq; a-while, 
Tel this 174 pay draw thy beach in pan, > 
To tell my ſtory - 
| Ob, ie, RR : Bt, * ag yt = 
1 | The potegt poiſon quite kT BROS my ſpirit ; * 
1 I gaengt live to OW news from Kugland. | 
| But TI do propheſy, the gleQion üghete 
3 On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice: P34 
| = — 2 tell him, with th currents, mare or leſs,, N 
1 Which have ſolicited. The reſt is flenc. [Dies. 
Hor. Now cracks a noble heart. Good vibe. ſweet 
And flights of angels ing thee t thy reſt! eee 
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